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CHAPTER I 


r THE BIG BOY NEXT DOOR 


BETS was feeling very excited. Her big brother 
Pip was coming home from school that day for the 
long summer holidays. She had been without him 
for three months, and had felt very lonely. Now 
she would have him again. 

* And Larry and Daisy will be home to-morrow ! ’ 
she said to her mother. * Oh, Mummy ! it will be 
fun to have so many children to play with again.’ 

Larry and Daisy were Pip's friends. ‘They were 
older than Bets, but they let her play with them. 
In the Easter holidays the four of them, with another 
boy and his dog, had had a great adventure finding 
out who had burnt down a cottage. 

‘We were the Five Find-Outers, said Bets, 
remembering everything. ‘We found out the 
whole mystery, Mummy, didn’t we? Oh, I do wish 
we could solve another mystery these holidays too ! ' 

Her mother laughed. ‘ Oh, it was just a bit of 
luck that you solved the mystery of the burnt 
cottage,’ she said. ‘There won't be any more 
mysteries, so don't expect any, Bets. Now hurry 
up and get ready. It’s time to meet Pip.’ 

ip was most excited to be home again. When 
he got back with Bets he tore round the garden, 
looking at everything. It seemed to him as if he 
had been away for years. 

His little sister tore round with him, chattering 
at the top of her voice all the time. She adored 
Pip, but he didn't take very much notice of her. 
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'To him she was only just a little girl, still a baby, 
who liked her dolls, and cried when she fell down: 

“Larry and Daisy are coming back to-morrow,’ 
she panted, as she rushed round after Pip. ‘ Oh, 
Pip! do you think we can be the Find-Outers again ? ’ 

* Only if there is something to find out, silly,’ 
said Pip. ‘ Oh! I forgot to tell you, F atty is coming 
for the holidays too. His parents liked Peterswood 
so much when they stayed here at Easter, that 
they have bought a little house, and Fatty will be 
here for the hols.’ 

‘Oh, good!’ said Bets happily. ‘I like Fatty. 
He's kind to me. We shall really be the Five Find- 
Outers again then ; and oh, Pip! I suppose Buster 
is coming, isn't he ? ? 

* Of course,’ said Pip. Buster was Fatty's little 
' black Scottie dog, loved by all the children. ‘ It 
Will be nice to see old Buster again." 

‘ How do you know about Fatty coming ? ' asked 
Bets, still trotting round after Pip. 

* He wrote to me,’ said Pip. ‘ Wait a minute— 
I've got the letter here. He sent a message to you 
1n it.’ 

The boy felt in his pockets and took out a 
crumpled letter. Bets took it from him eagerly. It 
was very short, written in extremely neat handwriting. 


‘Dear Pip,—Just to say my parents have 
bought White House, not far from you, so IIl 
be seeing you in the summer hols. Hope we 
have another mystery to solve. It would be fun 
to be the Five Find-Outers and Dog again. Give 
my love to little Bets. TIl pop down and see 
you as soon as I get back.—Yours, 

* FREDERICK ALGERNON T'ROTTEVILLE.’ 
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‘Why doesn’t he sign himself Fatty?’ asked 
Bets. ‘ I think Frederick Algernon Trotteville 
sounds so silly.’ 

* Well, Fatty zs silly sometimes,’ said Pip. ‘I 
hope he won’t come back full of himself. Do you 
remember how he kept boasting about his marvellous 
- bruises last hols, when he fell off that hayrick ? ° 

‘Well, they were most awfully good bruises,’ 
said Bets, remembering. ‘They did turn a 
La dm colour. I wish my bruises went like 
that.’ | 

Larry and Daisy came back the next day about 
three o'clock. After tea they raced off to see Pip 
and Bets. It was lovely to be all together again. 
Bets felt a little left-out after a bit, because she was 
the only one who did not go to boarding-school, 
and did not understand some of the things the 
others said. 

‘I wish I wasn't only eight years old,’ she 
thought for about the thousandth time. “ Larry’s 
thirteen, and the others are twelve—ages older than 
me. I shall never catch them up.’ 

Just as they were all exchanging their news, 
and laughing and chattering gaily, there came the 
scampering of feet up the drive, and a small black 
Scottie dog hurled himself into the middle of them, 
yapping excitedly. 

“Its Buster! Oh, Buster, you're back again ! ' 
cried Daisy in delight. * Good old Buster !” 

* Dear old Buster! You're fatter ! ’ 

‘Hallo, Buster-dog! Glad to see you, old 
fellow !’ 

* Darling Buster! I've missed you so ! ' 

They were all so engaged in making a fuss of 
the excited little dog that they didn't see Fatty, 
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Buster's master, walking up to them. Bets saw him 
first. She jumped to her feet with a squeal, and 
rushed to Fatty. She flung her arms round him 
and hugged him. Fatty was pleased. He liked 
little Bets. He gave her a hug back. 

The others grinned at him. ‘ Hallo, Fatty!’ 
said Larry. ‘ Had a good term ? ' 

* I was top of my form,’ said Fatty, not looking 
very modest about it. 

* He's the same old Fatty,' said Pip with a grin. 
“Top of this, that, and the Portali of brains as 
usual—best boy in the school ! ’ 

‘Shut up,’ said Fatty, giving Pip a friendly 
punch. ‘I suppose you were bottom of your 
form ! 

It was lovely to lie on the grass, play with 
Buster, and think of the eight or nine long sunny 
weeks ahead. No lessons. No rules. No being 
kept in or writing out lines. 'The summer holidays 
were really the nicest of all. : 

* Any news; Bets ? ° asked Fatty. ‘ Any mysteries 
turned up? Any problems to solve? We're still 
the Five Find-Outers and Dog, don't forget ! 

‘I know, said Bets happily. ‘But there isn't 
any mystery at present, Fatty. I haven't even seen 
old Clear-Orf for weeks.’ 

Clear-Orf was the burly village policeman, Mr. 
Goon. The children always called him Clear-Orf, 
because that was what he said whenever he saw 
them. He didn't like children, and they didn't 
like him. 

‘ Bets just hasn't any news at all,’ said Pip. 
* Nothing at all seems to have happened in Peters- 
wood since we left to go to school.’ 

Bets suddenly remembered something. ‘ Oh, 
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I’ve just remembered,’ she said. ‘ Somebody has 
come to live next door.' 

The house next door had been empty for a year 
or two. The other children looked at Bets. ‘ Any 
children there ? ' asked Pip. 

‘No,’ said Bets. ‘At least, I don't think so. 
I've seen a big boy there, but I think he works in 
the garden. I hear him whistling sometimes. He 
whistles awfully nicely. Oh, and there are lots of 
cats there—very funny cats.’ 

* Cats? What sort of cats?’ said Pip in sur- 
prise, and Buster pricked up his ears and growled 
at the mention of cats. : 

*'They've got dark-brown faces and tails and 
legs,’ said Bets, * and cream-coloured fur. I saw 
the girl who looks after them carrying one once. 
It looked very queer.' 

* She means Siamese cats,’ said Larry. ' Have 
they got bright blue eyes, Bets ? ? 

*Y don't know, said Bets. ‘I wasn't near 
enough to see. Anyway, cats have green eyes, not 
blue, Larry. i 

“Siamese cats have bright blue ones,’ said Fatty. 
* I know, because my aunt once had one—a beauty, 
called Patabang. They are valuable cats.’ 

* I'd like to go in next door and see them some 
day, said Daisy, thinking that a cat with bright 
blüe eyes, dark-brown face, legs, and tail, and 
cream-coloured fur sounded very lovely. * Who's 
the owner, Bets ? ' i À 

* Somebody called Lady Candling,’ said Bets. 
* ve never seen her. She is away a lot, I think.' 

The children lay on their backs talking. Buster 
went from one to another, licking their faces and 
magink them squeal and push him away. 
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Then there came the sound of a cheerful whistling 
just over the wall. It was a fine whistle, clear and 
melodious. 

* That’s the big boy next door I told you about,’ 
said Bets. ‘ Doesn't he whistle nicely ? ’ 

Larry got up and went to the wall. He hopped 
up on a big flower-pot and looked over the wall. 
He saw a boy there, about fifteen, a big lad with a 
round red face, startlingly blue eyes that looked 
rather surprised, and a big mouth full of very white 
I he lad was hoeing the bed below the 
wall. 

He looked up when he saw someone peeping 
over. He grinned, showing all his white teeth. 

* Hallo,’ said Larry. ‘Are you the gardener 
next door ?’ 

‘ Lawks ! no,’ said the boy, grinning even more 
widely. ‘I’m just the boy—the gardener’s boy, 
I'mcalled. Mr. Tupping is the gardener—him with 
the hooky nose and bad temper.’ 

Larry didn’t think that Mr. Tupping sounded 
very nice. He glanced up the garden, but 
Hm. Tupping and his hooky nose were not in 
sight. 

“Could we come over and see the cats one 
day ?' asked Larry. ‘It’s Siamese cats, isn't it, 
that Lady Candling has ? ' 

“Yes. Lovely creatures they are,’ said the boy. 
“Well, you’d better come when Mr. Tupping is 

t. He reckons that the whole place is his, cats 
and all, the way he behaves. Come in to-morrow 
afternoon. He'll be out. then. You can get over 
this wall. The kennel-girl will be here—Miss 
Harmer her name is. She won't mind you seeing 
the cats.’ 
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* Righto ! said Larry, pleased. ‘ We'll be over 
here to-morrow afternoon. I say—what’s your 
name ?" i 

, But before the boy could answer him, an angry 
voice sounded from not far off. 

.'Luke! Luke! Where have you got to? 
Didn't I tell you to clear away that rubbish ? Drat 
the boy, he's no use at all.’ 

Luke raised startled blue eyes to Larry, 
and put his hoe over his shoulder. He looked 
scared. j 

* That’s him,’ he said in a whisper. ‘ That’s Mr. 
Tupping. I'l be going now. You come on over 
to-morrow.’ 

He went up the path. Larry slipped back to 
the others. * He's the garden boy,’ he said. ' His 
name’s Luke. He looks nice, but a bit simple. I 
shouldn’t think he could say boo to a goose.’ 

Bets felt certain she couldn’t either, because 
geese were big and hissy. ‘ Are we to see the cats 
to-morrow ? ’ she asked. ‘ I heard you saying some- 
thing about them.’ 

‘Yes. To-morrow afternoon, when Mr. Tup- 
ping the gardener is out,’ said Larry. ' We'll hop 
over the wall. Better not take old Buster though 
— you know what he is with cats ! ' 

Buster growled when he heard the word. Cats ! 
What did the children want to go and see cats for ? 
Silly useless animals, with paws full of nasty pins and 
needles! Cats were only good for one thing, and 
that was—to chase ! 
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CHAPTER II 


HORRID MR. TUPPING! 


THE next afternoon the children remembered that’ |, 


"they were to go and see the Siamese cats. Larry 
‘went to the wall and whistled for Luke. 

The boy came along after a while, smiling and 
showing his white teeth. ‘It’s safe to come,’ he 
said. ' Mr. Tupping is out.’ 

Soon all the children were over the wall. Fatty 
helped Bets. Buster was left behind and was most 
annoyed about it. He barked angrily, and stood 
up on his hind legs, pawing the wall desperately. 

. ' Poor Buster,’ said Bets, sorry for him. ‘ Never. 
mind, Buster—we’ll soon be back.’ 

* No dogs allowed in here,’ said Luke. ‘ Because 
of the cats, you know. They’re prize cats. Won 
no end of money, so the kennel-girl says.’ 

“Do you live here?’ asked Larry, as they all 
walked up the path towards some big greenhouses. 

. ‘No. I live with my stepfather,’ said Luke. 
* My mother's dead. I got no brothers or sisters. 
This is my first job. My name's Luke Brown, and 
I'm fifteen. 

* Oh,’ said Larry. ‘I’m Laurence Daykin, and 
I'm thirteen. This is Margaret, my sister. She's 
twelve. We call her Daisy. This is Frederick 
Algernon Trotteville. He's twelve too, and he's 
called Fatty." 

‘Pd rather be called Frederick, thanks,’ said 
Fatty, in a cross voice. ' There's no reason for me 
to be called Fatty by every Tom, Dick, and Harry ! ' 
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“You aren't Tom, Dick, or Harry, yowte. 
called Luke, aren't you?’ said Bets to Luke. He 

rinned. 

‘Tl call you Frederick if you like,’ he said 
to Fatty. ‘By rights I should call you Master 
Frederick, but I guess you don’t want me to.’ 

“T’m Elizabeth Hilton, and I’m eight, and I'm 
called Bets,' said Bets, afraid that Larry was going 
to leave her out. ‘ And this is Philip, my brother. 
He's twelve and he's called Pip. 

They told Luke where they lived, and he told 
them where he lived—in a tumbledown cottage by 
the river. By this time they had left the green- 
houses behind and were going through a beautiful 
rose-garden. Beyond it rose a green- painted 
building. 

* That’s the cat-house,’ said Luke. ‘ And there's 
Miss Harmer.’ 

A plump young woman, dressed in corduroy 
coat and breeches, was near the cat-house. She 
looked surprised to see the five children. 

‘Hallo,’ she said, ‘where have you come 
from ?’ 

‘We came over the wall,’ said Larry. ‘We 
wanted to see the cats. They’re not ordinary ones, 
are they ? ' 

“Oh no, said Miss Harmer. She was a big, 
strapping girl of about twenty. ‘' There they are— 
do you like them ? ' ; . 

'The children gazed into the big cage-like build- 
ing. There were quite a number of cats there, all 
with the same striking colouring—dark-brown and 
cream, with brilliant blue eyes. They stared at the 
children, and miaowed in most peculiar voices. 

* They’re lovely,’ said Daisy, at once. 
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‘J think they look queer,’ said Pip. 

* Are they really cats? They look a bit like 
monkeys,’ said Bets. The others laughed. 

* You wouldn't think they were monkeys once 
you felt their sharp claws!’ said Miss Harmer, 
with a laugh. ‘ All these cats are prize ones—they 
have been to shows and won a lot of money.’ 

n ‘Which one has won the most money?’ said 
ets. 

‘This one over here, said Miss Harmer, and 
she led the way to a smaller cage, like a very large 
kennél on legs. ‘ Well, Dark Queen? Aren't you 
a beauty ? Here are some visitors to tell you how 
lovely you are ! ? 

'The big Siamese cat in the large, airy cage 
rubbed her head against the wire-netting, mewing 
loudly. The kennel-girl scratched her gently on 
the head. 

* Dark Queen is our very, very special cat,’ she 
said. ‘She has just won a prize of a hundred 
pounds. She is worth much more than that.’ ; 

Dark Queen stood up, and her dark-brown tail 
rose in the air, swaying gently to and fro. Bets 
noticed something. 

* She's got a few creamy hairs in the middle of 
her dark tail,’ she said to Miss Harmer. 

‘ Yes,’ said the kennel-girl. ‘ She was bitten by 
one of the others there, and the hairs grew cream 
instead of brown. But they will turn brown later. 
What do you think of her ? ’ 

* Well—she seems just exactly like all the others,’ 
d Daisy. ‘ I mean—they are exactly alike, aren’t 
they ?’ 

* Yes, they are,’ said Miss Harmer. ' They have 
exactly the same colouring, you see. But I can 
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' always tell the difference, even when they are all 


mixed up together.’ 

‘Fancy being worth more than a hundred 
pounds ! ” said Fatty, staring at Dark Queen, who 
stared back with unwinking blue eyes. ‘ Luke, 
you've got eyes as blue as Dark Queen's. You've 
got: Siamese cat’s eyes ! 

Everyone laughed, and Luke looked rather 
foolish. 

* Could you get Dark Queen out ? ' asked Daisy, 
who was longing to hold the beautiful cat. “Is 
she tame ? ° 

“Oh yes,’ said Miss Harmer. ‘They are all 
tame. We only keep them in cages because they 
are so valuable. We couldn’t let them roam free 
in case someone stole them.’ 

She took a key from a nail, and unlocked the 
cage-door. She lifted Dark Queen out, and held 
her. The beautiful cat rubbed against her, purring 
in a deep voice. Daisy stroked her, and to her 
delight the cat jumped into her arms. 

Oh, isn’t she friendly ? ' said Daisy joyfully. 

Then there came a great disturbance! Buster 
suddenly rushed along the path and flung himself 
on Fatty, barking joyfully. Dark Queen leapt 
straight out of Daisy’s arms, and disappeared into 
the bushes. Buster, surprised, stared for a moment, 
and then, with a loud and joyful yelp, plunged after 
her. There was a terrific scrimmage. 

Miss Harmer squealed. Luke’s mouth fell open 
and he looked frightened. All the cats set up a 
miaowing. Fatty called fiercely : 

* Buster! Come here, sir! Buster! Do you 
hear me? COME HERE, SIR!’ 

But no amount of calling could get Buster away 
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if there was a cat to chase. Miss Harmer ran in 
despair to the bushes. Only Buster was there, his 
nose bleeding from a scratch, his tongue hanging 
out, his eyes very bright and excited. 

* Where's Dark Queen ?’ wailed Miss Harmer. 
“Oh, this is awful! Puss, puss, puss ! ’ ; 

Bets began to cry. She couldn’t bear to think 
that Dark Queen had gone. She thought she heard 
a noise in some bushes right at the end of the path 
and she ran off to see, tears running down her fat 
cheeks. 

Then there came another commotion. Someone 
walked up to the cages, came round them—and it 
was Mr. Tupping, the gardener! Luke stared at 
him in fright. ; 

‘ What’s all this?’ shouted Mr. Tupping. 
“Who are you? What are you doing in my 
garden ?’ r=.) 

‘ It isn’t your garden,’ said Fatty boldly. * It’s 
Lady Candling’s, and she’s a friend of my mother’s. 

It wasn’t a bit of good telling Mr. Tupping that 
it wasn’t his garden. He felt that it belonged to 
him; he felt that every flower was his, every pea, 
and every smallest currant. And here were children 
and a dog in his garden! He detested children, 
dogs, cats, and birds. r 

You get out of here,’ he shouted in an angry 
voice. ‘Goon! Get out at once! Do you hear 
me? And if I catch you here again I'll box your 
ears and tell your fathers. Miss Harmer, what's 
the matter with you ? ° : 

“Dark Queen is gone! wailed Miss Harmer, 
who seemed just as much afraid of Mr. ‘Tupping 
as Luke. 


“Serves you right if you lose your job,” said 
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Mr. Tupping. ‘ What use are them cats, I'd like 
to know ? Just rubbish, that's all they are. Good 
riddance if one is gone ! ? 

* Shall we stay and help you to look for Dark 
Queen ? ? said Daisy to the kennel-girl. 

“You get out,’ said Mr. Tupping, and his big 
hooky nose got very red. His stone-coloured eyes 
glared at Daisy. He was an ugly, bad-tempered- 
looking fellow, with straw-coloured hair streaked 
with grey. Dirt was in all his wrinkles, and the 
children didn't like the look of him at all. 

They decided to go. 'Tupping looked as if he 
might hit them at any moment. They made their 
way to the wall. They saw that Bets was not with 
them, but they thought she must have run back 
and climbed over the wall in her fear of the surly 
gardener. Fatty called Buster. 

* No; you leave that dog with me,’ said Tupping. 
* A good hiding will do him good. I'll give him 
one, then he won't come interfering in my garden 
again.’ 4 

* Don't you dare to touch my dog ! ' cried Fatty 
at once. ' He'll bite you.’ 

Tupping made a grab for Buster and got him 
by the collar. He held him firmly by the back of 
the neck so that he couldn’t even snap. He jerked 


‘him off his feet into the air, and then, carrying him 


by the back of the neck, marched off with him. 
Fatty was almost beside himself with anger. 

He ran after the gardener and pulled at his arm. 
The man hit out at the boy, and Fatty gasped. 
Tupping threw the dog into a shed, shut the door, 
turned the key and put it 1nto his pocket. Then he 
turned to Fatty with such an ugly look on his face 
that the boy turned and ran. 
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Soon all four were over the wall, lying on the 
grass, panting and angry. They had left poor 
frightened Luke behind, and poor scared Miss 
Harmer. They had left Bets behind too, though 
E didn't know it—and Buster was locked in the 
shed. 

* Hateful man ! ' said Daisy, almost in tears. 

‘The beast!? said Fatty between his teeth. 
“Look at this bruise already showing on my arm. 
That’s where he hit me.’ 

“Poor old Buster,’ said Pip, hearing an anguished 
whine in the distance. 

* Where's Bets ?’ said Larry, looking all round. 
* Bets, Bets! Where are you ?’ 

There was no answer. Bets was still over the 
wall. ‘She must have gone indoors,’ said Pip. ‘I 
say, what are we going to do about Buster? Fatty, 
we’ve got to rescue him, you know. We can’t leave 
him there. I bet he will whip the poor little dog.’ 

‘Poor Buster,’ said Daisy. ‘And poor Dark 
Queen. Oh! I do hope she is found. I wonder 
how Buster got over the wall.’ k 

‘He didn't, said Fatty. ‘He couldn’t., He 
must have thought hard, run down the drive, and 
up the drive next door and into the garden to find 
us. You know what brains Buster has got. Oh, 
golly ! how are we going to rescue him? How I 
hate that man Tupping ! How awful for poor Luke 
to have to work under him ! ' 

‘T'I go and find Bets,’ said Pip. ‘She must 
have gone to hide or something—maybe she’s 
scared.’ 

He went into the house to find her, and soon 
came out looking puzzled. ‘She’s not anywhere 
about,’ he said. ‘ I’ve called and called. Wherever 
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can she be? I suppose she did come back over the 
wall? She can't be in next door's garden still, can 
she ? ? 

But she was. Poor little Bets was hiding there, 
scared stiff. What was she to do? She couldn't 
get over the wall by herself—and she didn't dare 
to run down the drive in case Mr. Tupping saw her ! 


CHAPTER III 
LUKE IS A GOOD FRIEND 


WHEN Bets had run to the bushes to see if Dark 
Queen was there, she had found that it was only 
a big blackbird that had flown out as soon as she had 
got there. All the same, she went into the bushes 
and had a look round, calling, * Puss, puss, puss!’ 

Suddenly she saw two bright blue eyes looking 

down at her from the tree above. She jumped. 
4 Then she gave a cry of delight. 
Oh, it’s you, Dark Queen! Oh, I’m so glad 
I've found you!’ 

She stood and thought. It was no good getting 
Dark Queen down until Buster was safely out of 
the garden. The lovely cat was much safer where 
she was. Bets looked up at Dark Queen and the 
cat began to purr. She liked the little girl. 

Bets saw that the tree would be easy to climb. 
It wasn’t long before she was up on the branch 
beside the cat, stroking her, and talking to her. 
Dark Queen simply loved it. She rubbed her dark 
brown head against the little girl, and purred very 
loudly. 


And then Bets heard Mr. Tupping shouting, 
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and she was frightened. Oh dear! the gardener 
must have come back. He wasn't out after all. She 
listened to the angry yelling, and trembled. She 
did not dare to join the others. She sat quietly by 
the cat and listened. 

She could not hear exactly what happened, but 
after a while she realised that the others must have 
gone back over the wall and left her. She felt very 
forlorn and frightened. She was just about to slip 
down the tree to try and find Hiss Harmer and tell 
her where Dark Queen was, when footsteps came 
along the path. The little girl peeped between the 
leaves of the tree and saw Mr. Tupping dragging 

oor Luke along by one of his big ears. 

* PIL teach you to let children into my garden ! ' 
said Mr. Tupping, and he gave Luke such a slap 
that the boy let out a yell. * You're paid to do work, 
you are. You'll stay here and work two hours 
overtime for letting them children in ! ' 

He gave Luke another blow, pulled his ear hard, 
then pushed him and sent him flying down the 
path. Bets was so sorry for Luke that tears ran 
down her cheeks, and she gave a little sob. Horrid 
Mr. Tupping ! 

Mr. Tupping went off down another path. Luke 
picked up a hoe, and was just setting off in the 
opposite direction when Bets called softly to him : 

* Luke ! ' 

Luke dropped his hoe with a clatter, and looked 
all round, startled. He could see no one. * Luke ! ’ 
called Bets again. ' I'm here, up the tree. And 
. Dark Queen is with me.’ . 

Then Luke saw the little girl up the tree and 
the Siamese cat beside her. Bets slipped down and 


stood beside him. 
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* Help me over the wall, Luke,’ she said. __ 

* Well, if Mr. Tupping sees me I'll lose my job, 
and my stepfather will belt me black and blue,’ said 
poor Luke, his big red face as scared as Bets’ little one. 

* Well, I don’t want you to lose your job,’ said 
Bets. ‘I'll try and get over by myself.’ 

But Luke would not let her do that. Scared as 
he was, he felt that he must help the little girl. He 
lifted Dark Queen down from the tree, and together 
the two of them walked softly up the path, keeping 
a sharp look-out for Mr. Tupping. 

Luke slipped Dark Queen into her cage and shut. 
the door. ' Miss Harmer will be glad she’s found,’ 
he whispered to Bets. ‘TIl tell her in a minute. 
Now, come on—sprint for the wall and I'll get you 
over. 

They ran for the wall. Luke gave Bets a leg-up, 
and soon she was sitting on the top. ‘ Buck up!’ 
called Luke in a low voice. ‘ Old Tupping is 
coming !? 

Bets was so frightened that she jumped down at 
once, falling on hands and knees and grazing them. 
She rushed to the lawn, seeing the others there, and 
flung herself down beside them, trembling. 

“Bets! Wherever have you been ?’ cried Pip. 

‘ Were you left behind ? ° said Fatty. ‘ Oh, look 
at your poor knees ! ’ 

. And my hands too,’ said Bets in a trembling 
voice, holding out bleeding hands. Fatty got out 
his hanky and wiped them. ‘How did you get 
over the wall by yourself ? ° he asked. 

“I didn't. Luke helped me, though he was 
terribly, terribly afraid that Mr. Tupping would 
come along and catch him. Then he would lose 
his job,’ said Bets. 
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‘Jolly decent of him to help you, then,’ said 
Larry, and the others agreed. 

*T like Luke,’ said Bets. ‘I think he's very, 
very nice. I do wish he hadn't got into trouble 
through letting us come over the wall and see the 
cats.’ 

A distant whining came on the air again. Bets 
looked puzzled. She looked all round. 

* Where's Buster?’ she asked. She had not 
heard him being dragged away and locked up, 
though she had heard the noise of the commotion. 
The others told her. The little girl was indignant 
and upset. 

* Oh, we must rescue him ; we must, we must I? 
she cried. ‘ Fatty, do, do go over the wall and get 
Buster ! ' 

But Fatty didn't feel at all inclined to run the 
risk of meeting the surly Mr. Tupping again. Also 
he knew that the gardener had the key of Buster’s 


‘If Lady Candling wasn’t away I’d get my 
ell that fellow 


arm, now turning re 
mother that, I 


Candlings.’ ; f T 
“It’s going to be quite a good bruise,’ said Bets, 


knowing how proud Fatty always was of his bruises. 
* Oh dear, there's poor darling Buster howling 
again! Let's go to the wall and peep over. We 
might see Luke and get him to peep 1n at the shed 
window and say a kind word to Buster. 

So they tiptoed cautiously to the wall and Larry 
carefully looked over. No one was about. Then 


* 
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there came the sound of someone whistling. It 
was Luke. Larry whistled too. The distant 
whistling stopped, then began again. It stopped, 
and Larry whistled the same tune. 

Presently there came the sound of someone 
coming through the bushes and Luke's face ap- 
peared, full and red, like a round moon. ‘ What's 
up?’ he whispered. ‘I daren’t stop. Mr. Tupping's 
still about.’ 

* It's Buster,’ whispered Larry. ‘Can you peep 
in at the shed window and just say, “ Poor fellow,” 
or something like that to him ? ? 

Luke nodded and disappeared. He went to- 
wards the shed, keeping a sharp look-out for the 
gardener. He saw him in the distance, taking off 
his coat to do'a bit of work. He hung it on a nail 
outside one of the greenhouses. He caught sight 
of Luke and yelled at him. 

‘ Now then, lazy! Have you finished that bed 
yet? I want you to come and tie up some tomatoes.’ 

Luke shouted something back and went into the 
bushes nearby. He watched Mr. Tupping walk off 
to the kitchen-garden, unravelling some raffia as he 
went. The gardener disappeared through a green 
door let into the wall that ran round the kitchen- 
garden. 

Then Luke did a very brave thing. He ran 
swiftly and quietly to Mr. Tupping’s coat. He 
slipped his hand into the outer pocket, took the 
key of the little shed, and raced off with it. He 
unlocked the shed, and Buster rushed out. Luke 
tried to catch him in order to bundle him over the 
"E but Buster escaped him and tore off down a 

atn. 
F Luke locked the door quickly, ran back to the 
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gardener's coat and slipped the key back into the 
pocket. Then he went to join Mr. Tupping in the 
kitchen-garden, hoping to goodness that Buster had 
had the sense to shoot off down the drive. 

But Buster had lost his way. He suddenly 
appeared in the kitchen-garden and gave a yap of 
joy when he saw Luke. Mr. Tupping looked up 
at once. 

“That dog!’ he said in astonishment and anger. 
‘Blessed if it isn’t that dog again! How did he 
get out of the shed? Didn't I lock that door? 
And isn't the key in my pocket ? ' 

‘I saw you lock the door, sir,’ said Luke. 

* Perhaps it's a different dog.’ 

Mr. Tupping waved his arms wildly and yelled 
at Buster. Buster gambolled into the kitchen- 
garden and ran right across a bed of carrots. Luke ` 
felt certain the little dog did it on purpose. Tupping 
went purple in the face. Á 

“You get out ! ' he yelled, and threw a big stone 
at Buster. Buster yelped, and began to dig hard 
in the middle of the carrots, sending roots flying 
into the air. 

Tupping went quite mad. He rushed over the 
carrot-bed, shouting, and Buster retired a good way 
off, and began to dig up some onions. 

When a big stone came rather too near him 
Buster ran out of the green door in the kitchen- 
garden wall, and tore off down the nearest path. 
Te soon found his way out of the garden, and went 
racing up the drive of Pip’s house next door. 

He flung himself joyfully on the surprised 
children. * Buster! Darling Buster! How did you 
get free ? Oh, Buster, have you been hurt ?’ 

Everyone spoke to Buster at once. He rolled 


te 
BE 
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over on his back and lay there, all his feet in the air, 
his tail thumping the ground and his pink tongue 
out. ‘ 

* Good dog,’ said Fatty, patting his tummy. I 
wish you could tell us how you got free ! . 

The children lay in wait for Luke that night as 
he went home. His time for knocking off was 
usually five, but that day Mr. Tupping kept him 
at work till seven as a punishment, and the boy, 
big and strong as he Was, was tired out. : 

"Luke! How did Buster get free? Did you 
know he was free ? ° cried Pip. Luke nodded. 

* Got the key out of old Tupping’s coat meself 
and let the little dog out,’ he said. * Coo! you 
should have seen old Tupping’s face when Buster 
came into the kitchen-garden. He nearly had a fit.’ 

“Luke! Did you really let Buster out !" cried 
Fatty. He gave the big boy a thump on the back. 
* I say, thanks an awful lot! We were terribly upset 
about him. guess you were scared to do it? 


was,’ said Luke, scratching his head, 


“Oh, I do think you're nice, Luke,’ said little 
Bets, hanging on to his arm. 


* You got me safel 
over the wall, and you set Buster free. We'll ail 
be your friends ! ? 

i The likes of you can't be friends with the likes 
of me,’ said the big boy shyly, looking very pleased 
all the same., 


. “Well, we can,’ said Larry. 
in return for what you’ve done 


* And what's more, 
promise to help you if ever you 


for us to-day, we 
want help. See?’ 
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* Don't reckon I'll want no help from kids like 
you,’ said big Luke in a friendly voice. ‘ But thanks 
allthesame. Don't you come over the wall any more 
now. You'll make me lose my job if you do.’ 

.. ‘We won't! said Fatty. ‘And don't forget— 
if you're ever in real trouble, we'll help you, Luke ! ' 


, 


CHAPTER IV 
MISS TRIMBLE MAKES TROUBLE 


LUKE proved to be a most amusing friend to have. 
Certainly he was a bit ‘ simple’ and could hardly 
read or write, but he knew all kinds of things that 
the children didn’t know. 

He could make whistles out of hollow twigs, 
and he presented Bets with a wonderful collection. 
He showed her how to whistle little tunes on them, 
and she was thrilled. 

Then he knew every bird in the countryside, 
where they nested, what their eggs were like, and 
the songs they sang. Soon the five children and 
Buster were going for walks with Luke, hanging on 
to his words, thinking that he was really marvellous. 

‘ Funny he knows all that and yet can’t read or 
write properly, said Pip. * He's terribly clever 
with his hands too—he can carve animals and birds 
out of bits of wood in no time. Look at this squirrel 
he did for me.’ 

*'He's doing a model of Dark Queen for me,’ 
said Bets proudly. ‘It’s going to be exactly like 
her, even to the little ring of pale cream hairs in he... 
dark-brown tail. Luke is going to paint the-model 
for me, blue eyes and all.’ í 
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Luke finished the wooden carving of Dark Queen, 
the Siamese cat, two days later. The children heard 
his now familiar whistle over the wall, and crowded 
there to see what he wanted. Luke handed over 
the cat-model. ] 

It was really excellent. Even Fatty, who fancied 
himself very much at all kinds of art work, was 
very much impressed. 

He handled the little model admiringly. * Fine, 
Luke,' he said. * You've got the colouring marvel- 
lously too—dark-brown ears, face, legs, tail—and 
creamy fur—and brilliant blue eyes—and even the 
tiny ring of creamy hairs round the middle of Dark 
Queen's tail. That’s where she got bitten by 
another cat, isn't it ?? 

‘ Yes said Luke. ‘But they will grow dark 
again all right. Miss Harmer says it won’t spoil 
her for shows.’ 

* How's old Tupping these days ? ' asked Pip. 

‘ Awful,’ said Luke. ‘I wish I hadn't got to 
work for him. He's that bad-tempered. I’m always 
afraid of him complaining about me to my step- 
father too. I'd get a good thrashing if he did. My 
stepfather doesn’t like me.’ 

The five children were sorry for Luke. He 
didn’t seem to have much of a life. He was a 
kindly, generous fellow, always ready to do any- 
thing he could for them. He loved little Bets, and 
stuck up for her when Pip teased her, as he often 
did. 

Buster adored Luke. ‘ He’s grateful to you for 
saving him from Tupping !? said Fatty, watching 
Buster trying to climb up Luke’s legs, panting with 
aeht. 
deb 


“Hes a nice little dog,’ said Luke. ‘I like 
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dogs. Always did. I like them cats too. Beautiful 
things, aren't they ?" : 

“We saw someone else in your garden to-day,’ 
said Larry. ' A middle-aged lady, very thin, with 
a rather red nose, glasses that kept falling off, and 
a funny little bun of hair at the back of her neck. 
Who is she? That’s not Lady Candling, is it ?’ 

‘Oh no,’ said Luke. ‘That’s her companion, 
Miss Trimble. Miss Tremble I call her, to myself 
—she’s that scared of old Tupping! She has to 
do the flowers for the house, you see; and if she 
goes out and picks them when Tupping is there, 
he follows her around like a dog ready to bite her, 
and says, “If you pick any more of them roses, 
that'll spoil the tree!” “ If you take them poppies 
of mine they'll fall to bits—you shouldn't ought 
to pick them in the sun." Things like that. The 
poor old thing trembles and shakes, and I feel 
right-down sorry for her.’ 

* Everyone seems afraid of Tupping,’ said Daisy. 
‘Horrid fellow. I hope he gets a punishment one 
day for being so hateful. But I bet he won't.’ 

* Come and see my little garden, Luke,' said 
Bets, pulling the big boy up the path. ‘It’s got 
some lovely snapdragons out.’ 

Luke went with her. It was a funny little 
garden, done by Bets herself. It had one old rose 
tree in it, a tiny gooseberry bush, some virginian 
stock, a few red snapdragons, and some Shirley 
poppies. 

‘Fine!’ said Luke. ‘ Did you have any goose- 
berries off that little bush ? * 

* Not one,’ said Bets sadly. ‘And Luke, I 
planted two strawberries last year—nice red ripe 
ones—and they didn’t even grow up in strawberry 
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plants. I was dreadfully disappointed. I did so 
want to pick strawberries of my own this year.’ 

Luke laughed his loud, clear laugh. * Ho, ho, ho, 
ho! Strawberries don't grow from strawberries, 
Bets! They grow from runners—you know, long 
stems sent out from the plants. The runners send 
up little new plants here and there. I'll tell you 
what I'll do—I’ll give you a few of our runners 
from next door. I’m cleaning up the beds now, 
and there'll be a lot of runners thrown away on the 
tubbish-heap. You can have some of those.’ 

‘ Will it matter ? ' asked Bets doubtfully. ‘Would 
they really be rubbish ? ’ 

" Yes—all burnt up on the rubbish-heap ! ’ said 
Luke. ‘It’s Tupping’s day off to-morrow. You 
come on over the wall and I'll show you how the 
runners grow, and give you some.’ 

So the next day Pip helped Bets over the wall 
and Luke helped her down the other side. He took 
her to the strawberry-bed and showed her the new 
plants growing from the runners sent out from the 
old plants. 

“It’s very clever of the strawberries to grow 
new plants like that, isn't it?’ said Bets. She saw 
a pile of pulled-up runners in Luke's barrow nearby. 
* Oh,’ she said, * are these the ones you're going to 
throw away ? How many can I have ? 

“You take six,’ said Luke, and he picked out 
Six good runners, each with little healthy straw- 
berry plants on them. He gave them to Bets. 

* Who's that?" said Bets suddenly, as she saw 
someone coming towards them. 

“It’s Miss Tremble,’ said Luke. ‘ You needn't 
be afraid of her. She won't hurt you.’ 

Miss Trimble came up, smiled at Bets. Bets 


\ 
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didn’t like her very much, she was so thin and bony. 
She wore glasses without any rims, pinched on to : 
the sides of her nose. They kept falling off, and 
dangled on a little chain. Bets watched to see how 
many times they would fall off. 

* Well, and who is this little girl?’ said Miss 
Trimble, in a gay, bird-like voice, nodding at Bets, 
Her glasses at once fell off and she put them on 
again. 

* I'm Bets from next door,’ said Bets. 

. ‘And what have you got there?’ said Miss 
Trimble, looking at the strawberry plants in Bets's 
hand. ‘ Some lovely treasure ? * 

‘No,’ said Bets. ‘ Just some strawberry runners.’ 

Miss Trimble’s glasses fell off again and she 
put them back. 

* Be careful they don’t run away from you!’ 
she said, and laughed loudly at her own joke. Bets 
didn't think it was very funny ; but she laughed 
too, out of politeness. Miss Trimble’s glasses fell 
off again. L 

* Why don't they keep on?’ asked Bets with 
interest. ‘Is your nose too thin to hold them on ? ' 

“Oh, what a funny little girl!’ said Miss 
Trimble, laughing again. ‘ Well, good-bye my 
dear, I must away to my little jobs ! ' 

She went off, and Bets was glad. ‘ Her glasses 
fell off six times, Luke,’ she said. 

* You're a caution, you are,’ said Luke. ‘TI only 
hope she doesn't go and tell Mr. ''upping she saw 
you here ! ’ 

But that is just what Miss Trimble did do! 
She did not mean any harm. She did not even 
know that Tupping had ordered the children out of 
the garden some days before. She was picking 
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roses the very next day, when Tupping came along 
behind her and stood watching her. 

Miss Trimble began to feel scared, as she always 
did when the surly gardener came along. He was 
sorude. Sheturned and gave him a frightened smile. 

“Lovely morning, Tupping, isn't it ? she said. 
* Beautiful roses these.’ 

* Won't be beautiful long when you've finished 
messing about with them,’ said Tupping. 

“Oh, Em not spoiling them !’ said Miss Trimble. 
* I know how to pick roses,’ 

* You don't know any more than a child!’ said 
surly Tupping, enjoying seeing how scared poor 
Miss Trimble was of him. 

The mention of a child made Miss Trimble 
remember Bets. ‘ Oh,’ she said, trying to turn the 
conversation away from roses— oh, there was such 
a dear little girl with Luke in the garden yesterday ! ? 

Tupping’s face grew as black as thunder. ‘A 
girl here!’ he shouted. ‘ Where's that Luke? I'll 
skin him if he lets those kids in here whilst my back 
is turned ! 

He went off to find Luke. Miss Trimble shook 
with fright, and her glasses fell off and got so en- 
tangled in her lace collar that it took quite twenty 
minutes for her trembling hands to disentangle 
them. 

“A most unpleasant fellow ! ? she kept murmur- 
ing to herself. * Dear, dear! I hope I haven't 
got poor Luke into trouble. He's such a pleasant 
fellow—and only a boy too. I do hope he won't 
get into trouble.* 

Luke was in trouble. Tupping strode up to 
him and glowered, his stone-coloured eyes almost 
hidden under his shaggy brows. 
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‘A MOST UNPLEASANT FELLOW ' 
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* Who was that girl in here yesterday ? ° he de- 
manded. ‘One of them kids next door, was it? 
What was she doing here ? ’ i 

* Nothing she shouldn't do, Mr. Tupping,’ said 
Luke. ‘ She's a good little thing. 

“I said “ What was she doing here? "? shouted 
Mr. Tupping. * Taking the peaches, I suppose— 
or picking the plums ! ’ 

* She's the little girl from next door,’ said Luke 
hotly. ‘She wouldn't take nothing like that. I 
just gave her some strawberry runners for her 
garden, that's all. They’d have been burnt on the 
rubbish-heap, anyway ! ° 

Mr. Tupping looked as if he was going to have 
afit. To think that Luke should give anyone any- 
thing out of his garden! He really thought it was 
his garden, and not Lady Candling’s. He didn’t 
stop to think that Lady Candling would willingly 
give a little girl a few strawberry runners, for she 
was fond of children. n 

Tupping gave Luke a box on the ears, and went 
straight to the wall. Luke did not dare to follow 
him. He felt certain that all the children were out, 
because he had heard their voices and their bicycle 
bells some time back on the road. He stooped over 
his work, his ears red. He felt angry with Miss 
Trimble. Why had she given Bets away ? 

The children had gone out on their bicycles— 
all but Bets. The ride they were going was too 
far for her, so the little girl had been left behind 
with Buster, much to her annoyance. It was such a 
nuisance being four or five years younger than the 
others. They kept on leaving her out ! 

* Buster, come and sit by me and I'll read you 
a story about rabbits,’ said Bets. At the word 
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* rabbits? Buster ran to Bets. He thought she was 
going to take him for a walk. But instead she sat 
down under a tree and took a book from under her 
arm. She opened it and began to read. 
* Once there was a big, fat rabbit called Woffly. 
lal ss 
But Buster was bored. He got up and ran to 
the bottom of the drive waiting for the others to 
come back. Bets sat there alone. She suddenly 
heard a noise and looked up—and, oh dear me, 
there, climbing over the wall, looking as fierce as 
* could be, was that horrid Mr. Tupping ! 


CHAPTER V 
TUPPING—BUSTER—AND MR. GOON 


BETS was horrified. She couldn’t even get up and 
run away. She looked round for Buster, but he 
wasn’t there. She stared in fright at Mr. Tupping, 
who came towards her with a red and angry face. 

* You the little girl who came into my garden 
yesterday ? ’ he said. 

Bets nodded. She couldn’t say a word. 

* Did you take my strawberry runners ? * asked 
Mr. Tupping, even more fiercely. 

Still Bets couldn't say a word. She nodded 
again, her face very white. Surely, surely, it hadn't 
been wrong to have those strawberry runners! 

‘She had planted them carefully in her little garden, 

and had watered them well. They were hers now. 
They would only have been thrown away and 
burnt. ; 

Mr. Tupping put out his hand and jerked the 
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frightened little girl to her feet. ‘ You show me 
where you put them,” he said. 

“Let me go,’ said Bets, finding her tongue at 
last. * I'll tell Mummy about you ! : 

“You tell her if you like,’ said Mr. Tupping. 
* And I'll tell Mr. Goon the policeman, see? I'll 
tell him you took my strawberry runners, and he'll 
put you and Luke into prison !* 

‘ They don't put little girls into prison,’ sobbed 
Bets. But her heart went cold at the thought of 
Luke going to prison. 

* Where's them strawberry runners ? ' demanded 
Mr. Tupping. Bets led him up to her garden. As 
soon as Mr. Tupping saw the neatly-planted, well- 
watered little strawberry plants he bent down and 
wrenched every one of them up. He tore them up 
into tiny pieces and threw them on to the bonfire 
that was smouldering nearby. Bets sobbed bitterly. 
Poor little strawberry plants ! 

* You're a bad girl,” said Mr. Tupping. ‘And 
I tell you this—if you come into my garden again, 
I'll go straight to Mr. Goon the policeman. Great 
friend of mine, he is, and he'll be along to see your 
father before you can say “ Jack Robinson." As for 
that Luke—well, he'll end up in prison, no doubt 
about that.’ 

With that Mr. Tupping began to walk back to 
the wall; but before he could get there, Duster 
came running up. He heard Bets sobbing, he smelt 
Mr. Tupping, and he put two and two together at 
once. Buster certainly had brains ! 

He flew straight at Tupping and caught him by 
the trouser-leg, growling in a most fearsome way. 
Mr. Tupping gave a howl. 

* Call your dog off !’ he yelled. Bets called Buster. 
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‘Oh, Buster, don't! Come here, Buster ! 
But Buster was having a lovely time. Here was 
his enemy ill-treating his beloved little Bets. 
Grrrrrrrrrr ! 

Tupping was frightened. He kicked out and 
picked up a stick. Buster tore a large piece out of 
'l'upping's trouser-leg, and retired under a bush to 
chew it. Tupping took his chance and shinned up 
the wall. Buster was out from the bush in a trice, 
snapping at Tupping's ankles, getting another bit of 
trouser and a nice piece of woollen sock too. ‘Tupping 
gave a yell, and fell off on the other side of the wall. 

Bets was half-laughing and half-crying by now. 
* Oh, Buster, darling Buster, I think you're marvel- 
lous ! ' she said. 

* Grrrrrrrr |? said Buster happily, still chewing 
a bit of trouser. 

Bets sat down and thought. She longed to run 
in and tell her mother all about everything, and feel 
her mother's arms round her. The little girl had 
had a shock. But she was afraid that if she told her 
mother, Mummy would go and tell Lady Candling, 
and Lady Candling would scold Tupping, and 
Tupping would go to the police and say that Luke 
had stolen things to give to her, Bets. " 

“And Mr. Goon doesn't like us, ever since we 
solved the mystery of the burnt cottage before he 
did !? said Bets to herself. ‘So he would love to 
listen to everything that Tupping said and make a 
fuss about it. And Luke might really and truly be 
sent to prison. Oh, I do wish the others were here.' 

'They came back at last. Fatty noticed Bets's 
tear-stained face at once. : 

* What's up ?' he said. ‘ Got into a row, little 


Bets ?" 


34 THE MYSTERY OF THE DISAPPEARING CAT 


“Oh, an awful thing happened this morning,’ 
said Bets, glad to pour out everything to the others. 
She told them the whole story. The three boys 
went red with rage to think that little Bets should 
have been treated like that. Daisy put her arms 
round her and gave her a hug. 

! “Poor old Bets, she said. ‘Go on—what 
happened next ? ' 

Then Bets told about Buster and how he had 
torn pieces out of Tupping’s trouser-legs. The 
children roared with laughter, and gave Buster a 
great petting. ‘Good dog, good dog!" said Pip. 
‘ That’s the stuff to give to surly old Tupping. 
Good dog !* 

Fatty put his arm round Bets. ‘ You did quite 
right not to tell your mother,’ he said. ‘ I’mean— 
it will save Luke a lot of trouble if we keep this 
quiet, because he would be terribly scared if the 
policeman came to question him. You know what 
old Luke is—frightened of all grown-ups simply 
UM most of them have been so beastly to 

im. 

* Fancy tearing up Bets’s plants like that,' said 
Pip. 'IfIwas old enough I'd go and shake Tupping 
till his teeth fell out !’ 

The others laughed. They all felt like that when 
they thought of poor frightened little Bets and her 
precious strawberry plants. Buster barked and 
wagged his tail. 

“He says he did his best to give Tupping a 
shaking ! ' said Daisy. 

The children did their best to make up to Bets for 
her fright. They were very kind to her. Larry went 
straight home, asked his mother if he might dig up 
a few strawberry plants for Bets, and brought them 
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back. He planted them himself for her, and the 
little girl was very pleased. 

Fatty brought her a book. He spent all his 
pocket-money on it, and never even said so, which 
was good for Fatty. : 

Daisy gave her one of her old dolls, which 
pleased Bets more than anything. Even Pip, who 
usually hadn't much time for his ‘ baby-sister ’ as 
he called her, took her for a ride all round the garden 
on his big bicycle. So altogether Bets had a good 
time. 

'The children wondered if Luke had got into 
trouble. When they heard his familiar whistle at 
five o'clock they ran down to the gate to meet him 
as he went home. 

* Luke! How did Tupping find out about Bets 
and the strawberry plants? Did you get into 
trouble ? Did you know he scared Bets terribly ? ’ 

* Poor little Bets,’ said Luke. ‘I didn’t know 
she was in, or I'd have gone after old Tupping. I 
thought you were all out. I heard your bicycle 
bells, you see. When Tupping came back and told 
me he'd gone for Bets, and torn up all her plants, 
I could have knocked him down. But he would 
only have reported me to Mr. Goon the policeman, 
so what would have been the good of that ? ' 

* Did you get into an awful row?’ asked Bets. 
* How did he find out about me?’ 

‘Miss Tremble must have told him, the silly 
old thing, said Luke. ‘Yes, I did get into a row. 
I got my ears boxed, and I had to work harder 
than ever to-day. I wish I could leave.’ 

‘I wish you could, too,’ said Larry. ‘ Why 
can't you ?’ l 

* Well, it's my first job you see, and you should 
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stick in your first job as long as you can,’ said Luke. 
* And there's another thing—I bet Tupping would 
give me a bad name if I gave him notice, and I might 
not be able to get another job. Then I'd get into 
trouble with my stepfather. I give him half my 
money, you see.’ 

* You have a lot of troubles, Luke,’ said Daisy. 
* I wish we could help you.' 

* Well, you do in a way,’ said Luke. ‘I tell you 
things, don't I? I don't keep them all bottled up 
like I used to. It's nice to tell them to somebody. 
Look, there's old Goon, the village bobby ! ’ 

Mr. Goon, burly, red-faced, with bulging frog- 
eyes, was walking down the lane towards the | 
children. | 

“Do you suppose he is going to see Mr. Tupping?’ 
asked Bets in alarm. 

“Don’t know,’ said Luke, also looking rather 
alarmed. He was afraid of policemen, and Mr. 
Goon was not a very nice one. 

* I wonder if he'll tell us to clear orf,’ whispered 
Daisy. ' Do you remember how often he shouted 
“ Clear orf!” to us in the Easter holidays? Horrid 
old Clear-Orf ! * 

Mr. Goon came slowly towards them. The 
children watched him. Buster growled. Mr. Goon 
pretended not to notice any of them. He did not 
feel at all friendly towards the children since they had 
solved a mystery he had been unable to solve himself. 

Buster suddenly flew round Mr. Goon and 
barked madly at his ankles. He did not attempt to 
bite him or snap at him, but he startled Mr. Goon all 
the same. 

* Clear orf!" said Mr. Goon to Buster, in a 
threatening tone. ‘Do you hear? Clear orf!’ 
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‘Buster, come here!’ said Fatty, but not in a 
very commanding voice. Buster took no notice. 
He was having a lovely day. First Mr. Tupping 
and now Mr. Goon to frighten. Oh, what a treat 
for a little black Scottie ! 

“Clear ORF,’ said Mr. Goon. Luke gave one 
of his loud laughs as Buster jumped nimbly out of 
the way of a kick. The policeman looked at him. 

“Ho, you!’ he said, * you'll get into trouble, 
you will, if you laugh at the Law. What you doing 
here? You clear orf ! ' 

* He's our friend,’ said Fatty. ‘Come here, 
Buster ! ' 

Mr. Tupping, hearing the noise of barking and 
shouting, appeared at the other gate of the drive. 
He knew Buster at once. 

* You'd better report that there dog,’ remarked 
Mr. Tupping to the policeman. <“ Tore a bit out of 
me trousers to-day—look here ! Vicious dog, that’s 
what he is. Right-down vicious.’ 

He caught sight of Luke. ‘What you doing 
hanging about here instead of going home?’ he 
asked. Luke disappeared at once, going off up the 
lane quickly. He wanted no more trouble from 
either Mr. Tupping or Mr. Goon. 

Buster returned from the battle and went to 
Fatty, who picked him up. ‘ 

“Right-down vicious dog,’ said Mr. Tupping 
again. ‘If you want any details, Mr. Goon, I'll 
give you them.’ 

Mr. Goon did not want to report Buster, because 
he knew that any report would go before Inspector 
Jenks, who was very friendly with the children. 
Still, he thought there would be no harm in pretend- 
ing that he was going to report Buster for being 
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vicious and out of control, so he pulled out his big 
black notebook, took his stubby pencil and began to 
write solemnly and slowly. 

The children were rather alarmed. They all 
went back into Pip's garden at once. Bets gazed at 
Buster, her eyes wide with fright. i 4 

* Would they—would they put Buster in prison ? 
She asked fearfully—and was very much relieved 
when all the others burst out laughing. 

“Of course not, said Fatty. ‘ Nobody ever 


heard of a dogs! prison, Bets. Don't you worry 
about old Buster ! ? 


CHAPTER VI 
DARK QUEEN DISAPPEARS 


THINGS began to happen very quickly after this, 
and, quite suddenly, the Five Find-Outers found 
that there was a first-class mystery for them to 
solve. 

The children played in Pip’s garden that morn- 
ing, and there was a lot of whooping and screaming, 
because they were playing Red Indians. It got too 
lively for Bets after a bit, and she begged to be a 
squaw ina wigwam. She thought that wouldn't be 
quite so terrifying as being caught and scalped, or 
tied to a tree and shot at with bow and arrows ! 

That afternoon Pip’s mother, Mrs. Hilton, went 
to tea with Lady Candling, who was now back 
again next door after a short holiday. 

* You may all have a picnic tea in the garden,’ 
she told Pip. ‘ Daisy, see that everyone behaves, 
please, and if you haven't enough to eat, go and ask 
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Cook politely—politely, remember—for some more 
bread-and-butter.' 

‘Yes, Mrs. Hilton. Thank you very much,’ 
said Daisy. The children watched Pip’s mother 
going down the drive at half-past three that after- 
noon, looking very smart. They were glad that 
they did not have to dress up and go out to tea. It 
was much more fun to have a picnic tea and wear 
old shorts and shirts ! 

They had a lovely tea, and went in twice to 
ask Cook for some more bread-and-butter. Daisy 
went, and remembered to ask very politely. There 
were ripe plums and greengages as well to eat, so 
it was a good tea. 

Soon after tea Mrs. Hilton came back. She 
went straight to the children, looking rather worried. 

* Children, she said, ‘what do you think has 
happened? That lovely prize-cat, called. Dark 
Queen, has disappeared | Lady Candling is very 
upset, because she is most valuable. And the 
dreadful thing is—Luke may have stolen her ! ' 

* Mother !' said Pip indignantly, ‘ Luke's our 
friend. He would never, never do a thing like 
that ! ' 

* He wouldn't, he wouldn't ! * cried Bets. 

* Oh, Mrs. Hilton,’ said Fatty earnestly, ‘ I really 

don't think you are right in saying that Luke did 
that ! ? 
* T didn't say he had,’ said Mrs. Hilton. ‘I said 
that he might have. All the evidence points to the 
fact that he was about the only one who could have 
done so.’ 

‘But he couldn't, he simply couldn't, said 
Daisy. ' He's as honest as the day. It is much 
more likely to have been that hateful old Tupping.’ 
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* Tupping has been out all the afternoon with Mr. 
Goon the policeman, who appears to be his friend,’ 
said Mrs. Hilton. ‘So it is quite impossible that 
he could have stolen her.’ 

The children stared at Mrs. Hilton, feeling upset 
and puzzled. Fatty took command of the whole 
affair, and spoke politely to Mrs. Hilton. 

“Luke is a very good friend of ours, Mrs. 
Hilton, and if he is in trouble we must help him. 
I am quite sure he had nothing to do with Dark 
Queen disappearing, nothing at all. Could you 
please give us the whole story? This looks 
like something the Five Find-Outers can tackle 
again.’ 1 | 

* My dear Frederick, don't talk so pompously,’ 
said Mrs. Hilton rather impatiently. ‘And don't 
start interfering in this matter, for goodness’ sake. 
It’s nothing to do with you. Just because you 
solved one mystery quite well is no reason why you 
should think you can interfere in anything else 
that crops up.’ 

Fatty went red. He didn’t like being ticked off 
in public like that. 

* Mother, please do tell us all that has happened,’ 
said Pip. 

* Well,’ said Mrs. Hilton, ‘ Miss Harmer went 
off for the day this morning, after feeding all the 
cats and cleaning out their cages. Dark Queen was 
in the big cage with the other cats to-day. Miss 
Harmer went to catch the ten o’clock bus. Miss 
Trimble went with Lady Candling to see that the 
cats were all right at just before one o’clock, and 
Tupping pointed out Dark Queen to them. You 
know what a beauty she is.’ 

The children nodded. * Go on, Mother,’ said 
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Pip. ‘ Was that the last time that anyone saw Dark 
Queen ? ' 

_ ‘No,’ said his mother. ‘ Miss Trimble went 
with me to show me the cats at four o’clock, just 
before tea—and Dark Queen was there then, in the 
cage with the others.’ 

‘How do you know, Mother?" asked Pip. 
‘How could you tell which was Dark Queen? 
They are all exactly alike.’ 

*I know, said Mrs. Hilton, ‘ but apparently 
Dark Queen has been bitten on the tail, and a few 
hairs there grew cream instead of dark-brown. Miss 
Trimble pointed out the cat to me and I remember 
noticing the ring of creamy hairs—most noticeable. 
So she was in the cage, quite safe, at four o’clock.’ 

‘Go on,’ said Pip. 

‘Tupping came back at five o'clock and he 
brought Mr. Goon the village policeman with him,’ 
said Mrs. Hilton. ‘ He showed Mr. Goon his prize 
tomatoes, and then he showed him the cats. Then 
Mr. Tupping suddenly noticed that Dark Queen 
was missing ! ° 

“Gracious !’ said Fatty. ‘Then the cat must 
have disappeared between four and five o'clock, 
Mrs. Hilton.’ 

"Yes, said Pip's mother. ‘And as Luke was 
the only one in the garden, I am afraid that he is 
suspected. He knew that the cat was worth a lot 
of money. Tupping says that the boy stole some- 
thing the other day too—strawberry runners or 
something silly like that.’ 7 

Bets went fiery red. Tears came into her eyes. 
Those awful strawberry runners! She wondered 
if she should tell her mother about them, but Fatty 
frowned at her, warning her not to. 
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* Well, that's all,’ said Mrs. Hilton, pulling off 
her gloves. ‘ But I’m afraid your friend Luke is in 
for trouble now. I wonder where he took the cat. 
No one seems to have seen Luke between four and 
five o'clock, so I suppose he could have put her 
into a basket and taken her off anywhere.’ 

“Mummy, Luke wouldn't!? burst out Bets. 
* You don't know how kind and honest he is. He 
gave me a lot of whistles he made—and this lovely 
model of Dark Queen too. Look!’ 

*I wish you wouldn't make such extraordinary 
friends,’ said her mother, not looking at the model 
at all. ‘You are none of you old enough to know 
whether anyone is really honest or not. Please 
don't talk to Luke any more.’ 

Mrs. Hilton went towards the house and dis- 
appeared indoors. The children looked at one 
another in dismay. 

“It’s just no good to say, “ Don't talk to Luke 
any more,"' said Fatty. ' We've simply got to. 
He's our friend, and he's helped us lots of times— 
and Buster too. We've got to help him now.’ 

All the others agreed. They sat and thought 
about everything for a little, and then began to talk 
about it. 

* Somebody must have stolen Dark Queen, there's 
no doubt about that,’ said Fatty. ‘It seems as if 
it could only be old Luke ; but we're all absolutely 
certain it isn’t, so who else could it be ? ' 

* Let's look for clues!’ said Bets eagerly, re- 
membering how exciting it had been to look for 
clues in the last mystery they had solved. Í 

* Let's draw up a list of Suspects ! ' said Daisy. 
* We did that before.’ 

‘Now,’ said Fatty importantly, ‘ it seems to me 
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that the Five Find-Outers can really get to work 
again. I propose.. 

* Look here,’ said Larry, * you're forgetting some- 
thing, Fatty. I’m head of the Find-Outers, not 
you.’ 

* All right,’ said Fatty, looking sulky. ‘Go ahead 
then. Only I’ve got far more brains than you have. 
I was top of my form last term, and . . .’ 

“Shut up, Fatty,’ said everyone together, except 
Bets. Fatty looked as if he was going to get up 
and go; but he was too excited and interested to 
be sulky for long, and soon the five children were 
eagerly discussing their plans. 

“Now, let’s think everything out clearly,’ said 
Daisy. ‘Dark Queen was with the others until 
four o’clock, because it was then that Miss Tremble 
and Pip’s mother saw her. She wasn’t there when 
Clear-Orf and Tupping went to see them at five. 
So, in that hour, somebody must have gone to the 
cage, unlocked it, taken out the cat, locked the 
cage again, and gone off with Dark Queen, and 
either given her to someone else or hidden her 
away.’ 

* Right,’ said Larry. ‘ Very clearly put, Daisy.’ 

“The next thing is: Who could have stolen 
the cat? Whom can we suspect ? ' said Pip. 

“Well, I suppose Miss Tremble might have 
slipped down and taken Dark Queen out,' said 
Fatty. ‘ Not very likely, of course, because Miss 
Tremble, poor thing, is the kind of person who 
would have a fit if she even posted a letter without 
a stamp. She’d dream about it all night long! 
Still, we have to consider everyone who had a 
chance of stealing Dark Queen.’ 

Larry pulled out a notebook. ‘I'll write the 
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names down,’ he said. ‘ Miss Tremble is one. 
What about Lady Candling ? ’ 

. She wouldn't steal her own cat, silly,’ said 
Daisy. 


‘She might,’ said Larry. ‘It might be insured ` 


against theft, you know. She would get a lot of 
money. You've got to think of all these things.’ 
He wrote down Lady Candling's name. 

* Tupping ? ' said Bets. 

Larry shook his head very regretfully. ‘ No, 
Bets. I'd love to put his name down ; but if he 
was with old Clear-Orf all the afternoon it's just 
no good suspecting him. What about Miss Harmer ? 
Could she possibly have come back quietly and 
secretly from her day out and taken the cat? She 
knew how valuable Dark Queen was.’ 

This was quite a new idea. Everyone thought 
of the plump, smiling Miss Harmer. She didn't 
seem at all the sort of person who would steal a 
valuable cat from her employer. Still—her name 
went down on the list of Suspects. ^ 

‘We'll have to try and find out where Miss 
Harmer was between four and five o'clock to-day,’ 
said Pip. 

‘Who else is there?’ said Daisy. ‘ We've got 
Miss Tremble, Lady Candling, and Miss Harmer 
down. What about the cook and house-parlourmaid 
next door? They would have had a chance of 
going down to the cat-house and taking Dark 
Queen, wouldn't they ? * 3 \ 

‘ Pye never seen the cook or parlourmaid,’ said 
Pip. ‘None of us have. We'll have to find out 
about them too. Goodness, we've got quite a lot 
of suspected people after all! "We'll have a lot of 
work to do !’ 


——— 
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*'T'he one person who is horrid enough to have 
done it is Tupping—and he's just the very one we 
can't even suspect,’ said Bets sadly. ‘ Well, there 
aren't any more Suspects, are there ? ' 

* We'll have to put old Luke down,’ said Larry. 
‘ I know we don’t suspect him—but Tupping has 
accused him of the crime, so we'd better put him 
down. We can cross him out as soon as we like.’ 

So Luke's name went down too. Poor old 
Luke! He always seemed to be in trouble. 

* Let's go and whistle to him,' said Larry. ' He 
hasn't gone home yet, or he'd have whistled to us 


and told us everything.’ i 
So they went to the wall and whistled the special 


‘notes that they and Luke used for signaling to one 


another. But although they whistled and whistled, 
nobody came. Whatever could Luke be doing ? 


CHAPTER VII 
LUKE GETS INTO TROUBLE — 


THE five children sat on top of the wall, with 
Buster scratching at the bricks below. They 
wondered what to do. Pip looked at his watch. 

‘Just gone quarter to six,’ he said. ‘ Can Luke 
have gone home? No; he surely would have 
spoken to us first.’ k ; 

*Perhaps old Clear-Orf is questioning him,' 
said Fatty. This seemed very likely. The children 
wished they could find out. 

Fatty had a good idea. ‘ Look here, Pip,’ he 
ues ‘ you could find out what's happening if you 
iked.’ 
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* How ? ' asked Pip. 

* Well, your mother has just been to tea next 
door, hasn't she,’ said Fatty. ‘ You could hop over 
the wall, and go and see what's happening ; and if 
anyone sees you and wants to know what you are 
doing there, you could say your mother has just 
been to tea, and has she by any chance dropped her 
hanky in the garden ? ' 

‘ But she hasn't said Pip. * Didn't you see 
her take it out of her bag when she was talking to 
us? It had a most lovely smell.’ ; 

* Of course I did, idiot,' said Fatty impatiently. 
* It's only just an excuse. You don't need to say 
she did drop her hanky, because we know she didn't 
—but you could easily say, ** Had she ? " couldn't 
you?" 

“It’s a good idea of Fatty’s,’ said Larry. ‘ It’s 
about the only way any of us could get into the 
garden without being sent out at once by Clear-Orf 
or Tupping. Go on, Pip. Jump down and see 
whether you can find out what's happening. Hurry: 
up. It’s really a great bit of luck that your mother 
has just been there to tea.’ 

Pip was anxious to go—and yet very much 
afraid of meeting Tupping or Clear-Orf. He 
jumped down, waved to the others, and set off 
through the bushes. 

There was no sign of Luke at all. Pip passed 
by the cat-house, but there was no one there either. 
He peeped into the cage where Dark Queen should 
have been with the others. The cats looked at him 
and mewed. Pip went on down the path, round by 
the greenhouses, and then stood hidden in the 
bushes. He could hear voices nearby. 

He peeped through the bushes. There was a 
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little group of people on the lawn. Pip knew most 
of them. 

*'There's Lady Candling,’ he thought. ‘And 
that's Miss Tremble—doesn't she look upset! And 
there's Tupping, looking very pleased and important 
—and that’s old Clear-Orf the bobby! And oh, 
there's poor old Luke !’ , 

Poor Luke was there, in the centre, looking 
quite bewildered and terribly scared. "The police- 
man was standing opposite to him, big black note- 
book in hand, and Luke was stammering and stutter- 
ing out replies to questions that Mr. Goon was 
barking out at him. 

At the back were two maids, plainly the cook 
and the parlourmaid, both looking excited. They 
were whispering together, nudging one another: 

Pip crept nearer. He could hear the questions 
now that were fired at poor frightened Luke. 

* What were you doing all the afternoon?’ 

‘I was—l was—digging up the old peas—in 
- the Long Bed,’ stammered Luke. 

‘Is that the bed by the cat-house?’ asked 
Mr. Goon, scribbling something down in his book. 

* Y-y-y-yes, sir,’ stuttered Luke. 

* So you were by the cats the whole afternoon ? ’ 
said the policeman. ‘ Did anyone come near them ?’ 

‘Miss T-t-tremble came at f-f-four o'clock 
about, with another l-l-lady,' said Luke, pushing 
back his untidy hair. ‘ They stayed a few minutes 
and went.’ 

* And what did you do between four and five 
o'clock ? ' said Mr. Goon in a very threatening sort 
of voice. 

Luke looked as if he was going to fall down in 
terror. ‘N-n-nothing, sir—only d-d-d-dug !" he 
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stammered. ‘Just d-d-d-dug—alongside the cat- 
house. And nobody came near, not a soul, till 
you and Mr. Tupping came along to see the cats.’ 

“And we found that Dark Queen was gone,’ 
said Mr. Tupping in a fierce voice. ‘ Well, Mr. 
Goon—the evidence is as plain as plain, isn't it? 
Dark Queen was stolen between four and five o'clock 
—and here's this boy stating that there was no one 
else near the cats except himself the whole of that 
time. He took that cat—no doubt about it—and 
handed her to some friend of his for a bit of pocket- 
money. He's a bad boy is Luke, and always has 
been ever since I had him.’ 

* I'm not bad, Mr. Tupping!’ shouted Luke, 
suddenly finding a little courage. ‘I’ve never took 
a thing I shouldn't! I've worked hard for you! 
I've stood things from you I shouldn't stand. You 
know I'd never steal one of them cats. I'd be too 
scared to, even if I thought of it ! ' 

‘ That’s enough, now, that's enough,’ said Mr. 
Goon fiercely. ‘Don’t you go talking to Mr. 
Tupping like that. What boys like you want is a 
good hiding. 

* Ah, Il see he gets it all right,’ said Mr. Tupping 
in a horrid voice. ' I'll have a word with his step- 
father. He knows what this lad’s like, right enough.’ 

‘ I think, Tupping, said Lady Candling in her 
low, clear voice, ‘I think there is no need to say 
anything to Luke’s stepfather until we know a little 
more about this curious happening.’ 

Tupping looked rather taken aback. He had 
been enjoying himself so much that he had half- 
forgotten Lady Candling was there. Luke turned 
to his mistress. 

‘ Please, Mam,’ he said in an urgent voice, 
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* please, Mam, I do beg of you not to believe what 
Mr. Tupping and Mr. Goon say about me. I 
didn't take Dark Queen. I don't know where she 
is. I’ve never taken a thing I shouldn't take from 
your garden ! ? 

“And that's a lie!’ said Mr. Tupping in a 
triumphant voice. ‘ What about them strawberry 
runners ?? 

To Pip's horror, poor Luke, now frightened and 
upset beyond bearing, burst into enormous sobs 
that shook his big body in an alarming manner. 
He put his arm across his face, trying to hide it. 

“Let him go home,’ said Lady Candling in a 
gentle voice. * You have questioned him enough. 
He's only a fifteen-year-old boy, after all. Mr. 
Goon, I ask you to £o now, please, and Luke, you 
may go home too.’ 

Mr. Goon didn’t look at all pleased. He was 
sorry he could not treat Luke as he would have 
treated a grown man. He knew he would have to 
let him go home. He didn't like being sent off 
himself by Lady Candling either. He cleared his 
throat loudly, gave Lady Candling a scornful look, 
and shut his notebook. 

‘I must have a few words with your stepfather,’ 
he said in a Pompous tone to Luke, who turned 
very pale at these words. He was very much afraid 
of his stepfather, 

Tl walk down with you,’ said Mr. Tupping. 
* It's possible that the boy’s father may tell us some- 
thing about his friends. He must have given Dark 
Queen to one of them.’ 

So poor Luke was marched off between Mr. 
Goon and Mr. Tupping, still giving enormous sobs 
now and then. Pip hated the policeman and the 
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gardener. Poor Luke! What could he do against 
tyo man like that? There just wasn’t a chance for 
im ! 

Pip didn’t know that the two were taking Luke 
down nearby where he was hiding, and he didn’t 
step back into the thick bushes in time to prevent 
himself from being seen. Mr. Tupping suddenly 
ey ithe boy’s face peering out from a rhododendron 

ush. 

He stopped, stepped swiftly into the bushes, 
eped hold of Pip, and pulled him out on to the 
path. 

‘ What are you doing here?" he roared. ‘ It’s 
one of them kids next door, Mr. Goon,' he said to 
the surprised policeman. ‘ Always poking in here. 
I'll march him straight off to her ladyship, and she'll 
give him a good talking-to ! ' 

Luke stood staring open-mouthed as Pip was 
pushed roughly up the path by the angry gardener. 
Lady Candling had heard the noise, and had turned 
back to the lawn to see whatever was happening 
now ! 

‘Let me go,’ said Pip angrily. ‘You hateful 
thing, let me go! You're hurting my arm!’ 

T upping was twisting the boy's arm on purpose, 
and Pip knew it. But he couldn't possibly get away. 
Soon they were in front of Lady Candling, who 
looked extremely surprised. 

* Found this boy hiding in the bushes,' said 
Tupping. ‘ Always finding them children in here. 
Friends of Luke, they are. Up to no good, I'll be 
bound ! * 

* What were you doing in my garden?’ asked 
Lady Candling in rather a stern tone. 

* My mother has just been to tea with you, Lady 
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Candling, said Pip in his most polite voice. ‘I 
suppose you haven’t by any chance found a hand- 
kerchief of hers left behind, have you ?’ E 

‘ Dear me! Are you Mrs. Hilton's son Philip ? ’ 
asked Lady Candling, smiling at him. * She was 
telling me about you, and you have a little sister, 
haven't you, called Bets ?’ 

* Yes, Lady Candling, said Pip, smiling sweetly 
too. 'She's a dear little girl. Pd like to bring her 
in to see you some day if I may.’ 

* Yes, do,' said Lady Candling. ‘ 'Tupping, you 
have made a stupid mistake. This little boy quite 
obviously came in to look for his mother's hand- 
kerchief. Mrs. Hilton was at tea with me to-day.’ 

Pip rubbed his arm hard, screwing up his face 
as if it hurt him. ‘ Did Tupping hurt you ? ’ said 
Lady Candling. * I'm really very sorry. Tupping, 
you seem to have been very rough with this child. ' 

Tupping scowled. "Things were not going at all 
the way he had expected. 

* If we find your mother's handkerchief we will 
certainly send it in,’ said Lady Candling to Pip. 
* And do remember to bring in your little sister to 
see me, won't you? Iam very fond of little girls.’ 

‘ Tupping will turn us out if we come,’ said Pip. 

“Indeed he won't ! ' said Lady Candling at once. 
* Tupping, the children are to come in when they 
wish to. ‘Those are my orders.’ 

Tupping’s face went red, and he looked as if he 
was going to burst. But he did not dare to say 
anything to his mistress. He turned rudely, and 
went back to Mr. Goon and Luke, who were waiting 
some way off. 

Pip shook hands with Lady Candling, thanked 
her, said good-bye, and went after Tupping.. 
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*Luke!' he called. ‘Luke! Don’t give up 
hope! All your friends will help you! We know 
you didn’t do it!’ 

* You clear orf!’ said Mr. Goon, now really 
angry. ‘ None of your sauce! Always poking your 
nose in and interfering ! Clear orf, I say!’ 

But Pip didn’t clear off. Keeping just beyond 
Mr. Goon’s reach he danced along behind the three, 
shouting encouraging messages to Luke, and annoy- 
ing the policeman and the gardener beyond measure. 

He heard Mr. Goon say to Mr. Tupping that 
he would return later in the evening to have a 
* good look round that cat-house.’ 

* Oh, thought Pip, ‘he’s going to hunt for 
clues to help him to put the blame on Luke. We'd 
better go hunting for clues first. I'll go and tell the 
others.’ 

So, with a last hearty yell to Luke, Pip ran for 
the wall, climbed it, and rushed to tell the others 
all that he had heard. Things were getting really 


exciting ! 


CHAPTER VIII 
ALL ABOUT CLUES 


* WHAT happened, Pip ? You've been simply ages 
and ages!’ said Larry, as Pip flung himself down 
beside the four children and Buster. 

* Oh; Clear-Orf and Tupping have quite made 
up their minds that Luke Did the Deed,' said Pip. 
*Poor old Luke! Fancy, he howled just like Bets 
does sometimes ! ’ 


Tt seemed dreadful to think of a big fellow like 
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Luke howling. * Why are they so certain he stole 
Dark Queen ? said Daisy. 

* Well—it's most unfortunate—but, you see, the 
cat was stolen between four and five o'clock this 
afternoon, and Luke was working beside the cat- 
house the whole of that time,’ said Pip. ‘ He says 
he was; and he says, too, that no one else came 
near all that time.’ , 

* It's funny, isn’t it? ' said Bets, puzzled. ‘ We 
know quite well that Luke didn’t do it—and yet it 
seems as if he simply must have! It’s a real, proper 
mystery.’ 

“It certainly is,’ said Fatty thoughtfully. ` It 
doesn’t really seem much good questioning an» of 
our Suspects, because the chief one, Luke himself, 
says that only he was by the cat-house that after- 
noon. And yet—I simply can’t believe he stole the 
cat. He'd never dare to, even if he wanted to— 
which I’m sure he didn’t.’ 

* I wonder where Dark Queen is,’ said Bets. 

“Yes. If we could find her, we should have a 
better idea of who stole her,’ said Larry. ‘I mean, 
whoever has her now must be a friend of the thief. 
Golly ! this is a puzzle, isn't it ?’ a. 

* Can't we look for clues ? ° asked Bets, thinking 
that perhaps this might help to clear Luke. 

‘Oh, that reminds me,’ said Pip at once. ‘ Old 
Clear-Orf said he was coming back to-night to 
have a look round the cat-house. I expect he wants 
to find some clues himself—clues that will point to 
poor old Luke, I suppose ! ? j 

* Well, I vote we go and have a look first,’ said 
Fatty at once, getting up. : mn 

“What, go over the wall now!’ said Larry in 
surprise. ‘ We'll get into trouble.’ 
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* We shan’t,’ said Fatty. ‘ We'll be gone long 
before Tupping and Clear-Orf get back. "They'll 
be having a fine time telling poor old Luke's step- 
father all about him.’ 

“All right. Let's go now then,’ said Larry. 
* We might be able to find some sort of clue, though 
goodness knows what! Come on.’ 

‘Bets had better not come,’ said Pip. ‘ She is a 
bit small to go into possible trouble.’ 

* Of course I’m coming ! ' said Bets indignantly. 
* Don't be mean, Pip. l only want a bit of help 
going over the wall. I might quite well find a clue 
you didn't see. I might be very useful.’ 

‘You might, Bets,’ said Fatty, taking her part 
as usual. ‘ Let her come, Pip. It’s horrid to be 
left out of anything exciting.’ P 

So Bets came. Buster was left behind; and 
this time he was put into the shed and locked up 
there, so that he wouldn’t go rushing down Pip’s 
drive and up Lady Candling’s to find them ! 

They all climbed over the wall, Fatty giving Bets 
a helping hand. There didn’t seem to be anyone 
about. The children made their way cautiously to 
the cat-house. The cats lay lazily on their benches, 
their blue eyes blinking at the children. 

* Now,’ said Larry, ‘ look for clues. 

* What sort of clues ? ' whispered Bets. 

*Don't know till we see some,' said Larry. 
* Look on the ground—and all round about. See! 
this is where old Luke must have been working 
this afternoon.’ 

The boy pointed to where a barrow stood half 
full of weeds. A spade was stuck in the ground. 
Luke's coat hung on a tree nearby. 

'He was digging over that bed,' said Fatty 
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thoughtfully. * He couldn't have been working any 
nearer to the cat-house than that! He would 
have seen anyone coming or going to the cats, 
: wouldn't he ? He couldn't have helped it.’ 

The children went and stood where Luke had 
been working. "They could see every cat from where 
they stood. It would surely have been impossible 
to take a cat out, and lock the door, without being 
seen by Luke. 

And yet a cat had gone, and Luke swore he 
hadn’t stolen her—so who in the wide world could 
have taken Dark Queen ? 

‘ Let's look all round the cat-house and see if 
‘the cat could have escaped by herself,’ said Larry 
suddenly. 

* Good idea,’ said Fatty. So they walked all 
round the strongly-built wooden houses, which were 
set high on stout wooden legs, rather like modern 
hen-houses. 

. ' There's absolutely nowhere that a cat could get 
out,'said Pip. * Nota hole the size of a small mouse 
even! Dark Queen certainly couldn't have escaped. 
She was taken out by somebody. That’s certain.’ 

“ She was there at four o'clock when your mother 
and Miss Tremble saw her—but she was gone at 
five when Tupping and Clear-Orf came here,” said 
Daisy, * and all that time Luke was working beside 
the cats. T simply don’t understand what happened. 
Dark Queen must have disappeared by magic ! ° 
. ‘Perhaps she did,’ said Bets Seriously. ' Magic 
18 very powerful, isn’t it? Perhaps . . .’ 

The others laughed at her. Bets went red. 
“Well, Dark Queen either disappeared by magic, 
or she couldn't have been there at all!? she said 
defiantly. - 
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" D Well, she was there, because Mother saw her, 
idiot,’ said Pip. ‘ I say—what’s that ?’ 

He pointed to something that lay on the floor 
of the big cage in which all the cats lived. The 
children peered through the wire-netting at it. 

There was a short silence. Then Fatty pursed 
uP hig lips, raised his eyebrows, and scratched his 

ead. 

* Blow !?’ he said. ‘I know what that is! It’s 
one of those cunning little whistles that Luke is 
always making for Bets.’ 

It was. There it lay on the cage-floor, a most 
tiresome and shocking clue. How could it have 
got there? Only one way—Luke must have been 
inside the cage and dropped the whistle. All the 
children felt suddenly puzzled and shocked. 

* Tt wasn't Luke ; it wasn't, it wasn’t,’ said Bets, 

with tears in her voice. ‘ We all know it wasn’t.’ 
* Yes, We all know it wasn't. And yet there in 
the cage is a whistle that only Luke could have 
dropped,’ said Fatty. ‘ This is a very extraordinary 
mystery, I must say.’ J 

‘ Fatty, if Mr. Goon sees that whistle, will he 
say its a proper proof that Luke was the thief ? ? 
asked Bets anxiously. 

Fatty nodded. ‘ Of course. It's a most enor- 
mous, unmistakable clue, Bets—to someone like 
Clear-Orf, who can't see farther than his nose.’ 

* But it isn't a clue like that to you, is it, Fatty ? ? 
went on Bets, clutching his hand. * Oh, Fatty ! 
you don't think Luke dropped it, do you?’ ! 

* II tell you what I think,’ said Fatty. ^I think 
that somebody put it there so that Luke might be 
suspected. That’s what I think.’ 

*Golly! I think you're right!’ said Larry. 
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* This is getting very mysterious. I say, do you 
think we ought to leave this clue for Clear-Orf to 
see? After all, we're pretty certain it's a false clue, 
aren't we ?’ : 

“You're right,’ said Pip. ‘I vote we get the 
clue out, and take it away !? 

The five children stared at the whistle lying on 
the floor. The cage was locked. The key was gone. 
How could they get the whistle out ? 

“We'll have to be quick,’ said Fatty desperately. 
“Clear-Orf may be back in a short while. For 
goodness’ sake! how can we get that whistle out 
of the cage ? ?’ 

Nobody knew. If the whistle had been a little 
nearer the wire-netting, the children might have 
got some wire or a stick and worked it near enough 
to take out. But it was at the back of the cage. 

. Then Fatty had one of his brain-waves. He 
picked up a small pebble and shot it into the cage, 
So that it rolled near the little whistle. One of the 
cats saw the pebble rolling and jumped down to 
Play with it. She put out a paw and patted the 
pebble. Her paw touched the whistle and moved 
it She began to play with the wooden whistle too. 

The children watched breathlessly. The cat 
sent the pebble rolling away and went after it. Then 
she came back to the whistle and looked hard at it, 
as if she expected it to move. 

Then out went her paw again and she gave the 
whistle a push. It rolled over and over and the cat 
was delighted. She picked the whistle up cleverly 
in her two front paws, juggled with it a little, then 
let it drop. She struck it with her paw, and it 


flew through the air, landing quite near to the wire 
netting. 
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* Oh, good, good, good!’ said Fatty joyfully. 
He took a Ed roll df wire from his Seeker k 
was wonderful the things that Fatty kept in his 
pockets. He undid a length of the wire, twisted 
two pieces together, and made a small loop at one 
end. 'Then he pushed the wire through one of the 
holes in the netting. 
Everyone watched eagerly. The wire reached 
the whistle. Fatty jiggled it about patiently, trying 


to fit the loop at the end over the whistle. The cat 


that had played with the whistle watched with great 
interest. Then suddenly it put out a playful paw 
and patted the wire, sending the loop neatly over 
the whistle ! 

* Oh, thanks, puss!’ said Fatty gleefully, and 
drew the whistle carefully to the wire-netting. He 
jerked it up, and the whistle flew through one of 
the holes and landed at Bets’ feet. She picked it up. 

* Got it!’ said Fatty. ‘ Let's have a look at it. 
Yes, it's one of Luke's all right. What a good thing 
we got it out. Now that clue won't be found by old 
Clear-Orf! Luke won't get into further trouble 
because of that!’ 

* You really are clever, Fatty,’ said Bets, in the 
greatest admiration. 

* Good work, Fatty,’ said Pip. 

Fatty at once swelled up with pride and import- 
ance. “Oh, that’s nothing,’ he began. ‘ I’ve often 
had better ideas than this. Why, once . . i 

* Shut up ! ' said Larry, Daisy, and Pip together. 
Fatty shut up. He stuffed the whistle into his pocket. 

“Look about for any more clues,’ said Pip. 
* There might be some more in the cage.’ 

The five of them pressed their noses once more 
to the cage netting. Bets wrinkled up her nose. 


5 
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* I don't like the smell in the cage,’ she said. 
* Well, animals never smell very nice when they 
are caged,’ said Larry. 
* No, it’s another smell,’ said Bets. ‘ Like petrol 
or something.’ p 
They all sniffed. * She means turpentine,’ said 
Fatty. ‘I can smell it too—quite faintly. Afraid 
that's not a clue though, Bets. Still, it's good to 
notice even a smell Perhaps Miss Harmer uses 
turps to clean out the cage. Now—any other clue 
anybody ? ° 
But there really did not seem to be anything at 
all to be found, although the children hunted around 
. the cages and peered inside them time and again. 

* Sickening,’ said Fatty. ‘ Nothing to help us 
at all. Nota thing. Well, it’s a jolly good thing we 
found that whistle before Tupping or Clear-Orf 
spotted it. I feel certain somebody put it there so 
that Luke might be suspected of stealing the cat. 
What a mean trick to play !’ 

‘I wish we could put a whole lotof clues in the cage 
so that it would muddle up old Clear-Orf,’ said Pip. 

‘The others stared at him in delight, the same 
delicious thought striking them all at the same 
moment. 

_ < Golly, what a marvellous idea!’ said Fatty, 
wishing he had thought of it himself. 

* Yes ; let's do it |’ said Larry excitedly. ‘ Let's 
put all kinds of silly clues, that couldn’t possibly 
point to Luke. It will give old Clear-Orf a most 
frightful headache sorting them all out ! ? 

They began to giggle. What should they push 
into the cage ? i 

“I've got some peppermint drops, said Pip, 
with a chuckle. * I’ll chuck one into the cage." 


ALL ABOUT CLUES 6r 


“And I'll put a piece of my hair-ribbon in,’ 
said Daisy. ‘ It tore in half to-day and I’ve got the 
bits un my pocket. I'll put a half-bit in through the 
wire ! ' 

“And I’ve got some blue buttons off my doll's 
coat,’ said Bets. ‘ I'll put one of those in ! 

* I believe I've got a new pair of brown shoe- 
laces somewhere in my pocket,’ said Larry, digging 
about in his shorts pockets. ' Yes, here they are. 
I'll put one into the cage.’ 

* What will you put in, Fatty ? ' asked Bets. 

Fatty produced a collection of cigar-ends out of 
his pocket. The others stared at them in amazement. 

* What do you want to collect cigar-ends for ? ° 
asked Larry at last. 

* I smoke them,’ said Fatty. ‘ They're the ends 
of the cigars my father smokes. He leaves them on 
the ash-tray in his bedroom.’ 

* You don't smoke them ! ' said Pip disbelievingly. 
* You're just saying that to swank as usual You 
just take them to make yourself smell of grown-up 
cigar-smoke, that's all. I often wondered why you 
smelt like that.’ 

This was rather too near the truth for Fatty’s 
liking. He pretended not to hear what Pip said. 
* T shall throw a cigar-end under the cage—on the 
ground,’ he said, ‘ and one inside the cage—though 
I hope none of the cats will chew it and get ill. 
Two cigar-ends will just about send old Clear-Orf 
off his head.’ ; 

Very solemnly the five children spread their 
‘clues.’ Pip threw a large round peppermint drop 
into the cage, where the cats eyed it with displeasure. 
They evidently disapproved of the smell. 

Daisy stufled half a bit of rather grubby blue 
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hair-ribbon into the nettin 


“ There,’ he said, ‘ Plenty of clues for old Clear- 
Orf to find ! Hope he c 


omes soon.’ 


CHAPTER IX 


MR. GOON ON THE JOB 


suddenly, watching her hair- 
ribbon flap on the floor of the cage, in a little draught 
* I say, hope no one will 
other would know 
that was a piece of my hair-ribbon if ever she saw it,’ 
* Oh, crumbs ! Inever thought of that,’ said Pip. 
“It’s all tight,’ said Fat - ‘Ive got a big 
envelope here see ? » let's each put into 
the envelope the same we've already 
Settled for clues, I'll put in two Cigar-ends, to Match 
the ones I’ve left. Daisy, Put in your other half of 

ribbon,’ ; 
In one of the blue 
r Shoe-lace, and 

Pip put in a Peppermint drop, 


velope Carefully and put 
it into his Pocket, ‘If any of us is accused of the 
theft, ecause of the clues we’ i 


groan. “Thats 
Want to go,’ 
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* You must, said Pip. ‘ You got into a row 
yesterday for being late. Oh dear, I do wish we 
could stay here and see old Clear-Orf and Tupping 
finding the clues we've left ! ° 

‘Well, let’s,’ said Larry. 

‘Oh, me too ! ' wailed Bets, afraid of being left 
outagain. Pip gave her a push. 

* Bets, you must go! "There's your bell again.’ 

* Well, it’s your bell too—it means you've got 
to come in and wash and change into your suit for 
supper-time,’ said Bets. ‘ You know it does.’ 

Pip did know it. Larry gave a sigh. He knew" 
that he and Daisy ought to go home too. They had 
farther to go than Pip and Bets. 

* We'll have to go too,’ said Larry. ‘Fatty, I 
suppose you couldn’t possibly stay and watch, 
could you? It really would be funny to see. Why 
don’t you stay? Your mother and father don't 
_ bother about you much, do they ? You seem to go 
home or go out just whenever you likens 

* All right, I'll stay here and watch,' said Fatty. 
‘I think PIL climb that tree there. It’s easy to 
climb, and the leaves are nice and thick. I can see 
everything well from up there, and not be seen 
myself.’ US 

‘Well, come on then, Bets,’ said Pip, not at all 
wanting to go. Fatty was going to have all the fun. 

Then there came the sound of men’s voices up 
‘the garden, and the children looked at one another at 


once. 
“Its Tupping and Clear-Orf coming back,’ 
whispered Larry. ‘ Over the wall, quick ! 

‘ Good-bye, Fatty, see you to-morrow some- 
time,’ said Pip in a low voice. The four ran quietly 


to the wall. Pip gave Bets a leg-up, and got her 
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safely over. The others were soon safely on the 
other side. Fatty was left by himself. He shinned 
up the tree very quickly, considering his plumpness. 

Fatty sat on a broad bough, and carefully parted 
the leaves so that he could see what was going on 
down below. He saw Mr. Tupping coming towards 
the cat-house with Clear-Orf. 

“Well now,’ Clear-Orf said, * we'll just have a | 
look-round, Mr. Tupping. You never know when 
there’s clues about, you know. Ah, many a clue 
I’ve found that’s led me straight to the criminal.’ 

“Ah!? said Mr. Tupping wisely, ‘I believe 
you, Mr. Goon. Well, I shouldn’t be surprised if 
that boy Luke hasn’t left something behind. He 
may be clever enough to steal a valuable cat, but 
: he wouldn't be clever enough to hide his tracks.’ 

The two men began to hunt carefully round and 
about the cat-house. The Siamese cats watched 
them out of brilliant blue eyes. They could not 
imagine why so many people came to their shed that 
day. Fatty looked down at the hunters, carefully 
peering between the leaves. 

Mr. Goon found the cigar-end under the cat- 
house first. He pounced on it swiftly and held it up. 

* What's that ? ' asked Mr. Tupping in astonish- 
ment. 

* Cigar-end,’ said Mr. Goon with great satis- 
faction. Then he looked puzzled and tilted back 
his helmet to scratch his head. ‘ Do that boy Luke 
smoke cigars ? ’ he asked. 

* Don't be silly, said Mr. Tupping impatiently. 
*'Course not. That’s not a clue. Somebody who 
came with Lady Candling to see her cats must have 
chucked his cigar-end away under the house. That’s 
all.’ 
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* Hmmm !' said Mr. Goon, not at all wanting 
to dismiss the cigar-end like that. ' Well, I'll have 
to think about that.’ 

Fatty giggled to himself. The two men went 
on searching. Mr. Tupping straightened himself 
up at last. 

* Don't seem nothing else to be found,’ he said. 
‘I suppose there wouldn't be anything in the cat- 
house to see, do you think ? ? f 

Mr. Goon looked doubtful. ' Shouldn't think 
so, he said. ' But we might look. Got the key, 
Mr. Tupping ? ' 

Mr. Tupping took the key down from a nail at 
the back of the cat-house. But before he had 
unlocked the door Mr. Goon gave a loud exclama- 
tion. He had looked through the wire-netting of the 
cat-house and had seen various things on the floor 
that caused him great excitement. Why, the place 
seemed to be alive with clues ! i 

* What's up ? ' asked Mr. Tupping. 

* Coo! Look here! See that shoe-lace there P 
said Mr. Goon, pointing. ' That’s a whopping big 
clue, that is. Somebody's been in there and lost 
his shoe-lace ! ? . 

Mr. Tupping stared at the shoe-lace. in the 
greatest astonishment. ‘Then he saw the blue 
button——and the hair-ribbon. He gave a gasp of 
surprise. He inserted the key in the lock and 
opened the door. 

The two men collected the ‘ clues ° from the 


cat-house. They brought them out to look at them. 

“Whoever went in there wore shoes with brown 
laces, that’s certain,’ said Mr. Goon with great 
satisfaction. ‘And look at that there button— 
that’s come off somebody’s coat, that has.’ 
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‘ What's this?’ asked Mr. Tupping, showing 
Mr. Goon Pip’s peppermint drop. Mr. Goon 
sniffed at it. 

* Peppermint! he said. ‘ Now, does that boy 
Luke suck peppermints ? ' 

“I expect so,’ said Mr. Tupping. ‘ Most boys 
eat sweets. But Luke don't wear a hair-ribbon, 
Mr. Goon. And look, there's another cigar-end— 
like the one you found under the house.’ 

Mr. Goon soon lost his excitement over his 
finds, and became puzzled. He gazed at his clues 
in silence. 

“Judging by these here clues, the thief ought 
by rights to be someone that smokes cigars, wears 
blue hair-ribbons and blue buttons, sucks pepper- 
mint drops, and has brown laces in his shoes, he 
said. ‘It don't make sense.’ 

Fatty was trying his hardest not to giggle out 
loud. It was so funny seeing Mr. Goon and Mr. 
Tupping puzzle their heads over all the clues that 
the children had so carefully left for them to find. 
Mr. Goon cautiously licked the peppermint drop. 

“Yes; it's peppermint right enough,’ he said. 
“Well, this is a fair puzzler—finding all these clues, 
and nobody we can fit them to, so to speak. You 
finding anything else, Mr. Tupping ? ' 

Mr. Tupping had gone into the cat-house, and 
was looking all round it again very, very carefully. 

“Just looking to see if there's any clue we've 
overlooked,’ he said. But he couldn't seem to find 
anything else, however hard he hunted. He came 
out again, looking rather untidy and cross. 

* Well, there don't seem much else to be found,’ 
he said, sounding very disappointed. ‘I’m. sure 
you'll find it's that boy Luke, Mr. Goon, that's the 
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thief. These clues can't bé clues—just things that 
got into the cage by accident.’ 

* Well, a peppermint drop seems a funny sort 
of thing to get into the cage by accident,’ said Mr. 
Goon grumpily. ‘TIl have to take all these things 
home and think about them.’ 

Fatty chuckled deep down in himself as he 
watched Mr. Goon put his ‘ clues’ into a clean 
white envelope, lick it up, write something on it, 
and put it carefully into his pocket. He turned to 
Mr. ''upping. 

‘Well, so long!’ he said. ‘Thanks for your 
help. It’s that boy Luke, no doubt about it. I've 
told him I'll go along and give him a thorough 
questioning to-morrow, and if I don’t force a 
confession out of him, my name’s not Theophilus 
Goon !’ 

And with that mouthful of a name old Clear-Orf 
departed majestically down the path, his * clues j 
safely in his pocket, his mind puzzling them over. 
A hair-ribbon—very strange ! A blue button—most 
peculiar. A brown shoe-lace, quite new—most 
extraordinary. A peppermint drop—most bewilder- 
ing. And two cigar-ends, two. Mr. Goon felt that 
if there had just been one, it would have been 
easier. Why should a thief stand and smoke two 
cigars whilst stealing a cat ? 

Fatty longed to get down the tree, go home, and 
have some supper. He suddenly felt tremendously 
hungry. He peered down to sce if Mr. Tupping 
had gone. But he hadn't. ^ ; 

He was in the cat-house again, hunting about 
very carefully. After a while he came out, looking 
thoughtful, locked the house, and went off up the 
path still looking thoughtful. Fatty waited till his 
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footsteps had died away, then slithered down the 
tree. 

He jumped down to the path and looked in at 
the blue-eyed cats. He was glad he had Luke's 
whistle in his pocket. That really would have been 
aclue! Fatty chuckled when hethoughtof Mr. Goon's 
delight and surprise at finding so many * clues.’ 

* Well, we'll see old Luke to-morrow and ask 
him no end of questions,’ thought Fatty as he went 
home. ‘ My word—this has been an exciting day ! ’ 

But there were more exciting things to come ! 


CHAPTER X 
PIP AND BETS PAY A CALL 


NEXT morning Fatty was down at Pip's house 
early, longing to tell the others how surprised and 
puzzled Mr. Goon and the gardener had been when 
they had found all the * false’ clues. Larry and 
Daisy arrived about the same time as Buster and 
Fatty, and soon the children were giggling over 
Fatty's story. 

“Clear-Orf asked Tupping if Luke smoked 
cigars,’ said Fatty with a chuckle. ‘I almost fell 
- out of the tree trying not to laugh ! ' j 

* We've whistled lots of times to Luke this morn- 
ing,' said Pip, * but he hasn't answered us, or come 
to the walleither. Do you think he is too frightened 
to?" 

* Perhaps he is,’ said Fatty. ‘ Well, we simply 
must talk to him, and tell him about the whistle we 
found in the cats’ cage, and all the clues we put 
there ourselves. I'll go and whistle awfully loudly.’ 
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But not even Fatty's loudest and most vigorous 
whistling brought any answer. So the children 
decided to wait at the gate about one o'clock. That 
was the time when Luke went home to his dinner. 

So they waited at the gate. But no Luke ap- 
peared. The children waited until ten minutes past 
one, and then had to rush off to their own meal. 

* Perhaps he's got the sack,’ said Fatty, the idea 
occurring to him for the first time. ‘ Perhaps he 
won’t come next door any more.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Bets in dismay, ‘poor Luke! Do 
you think Lady Candling gave him notice then, 
and said he wasn't to come any more ?' 

* How shall we find out ? ° said Larry. 

* We could ask Tupping,’ said Daisy doubtfully. 
The others looked at her scornfully. 

“As if we'd go and ask Tupping anything ! ' 
said Larry. They all stood and thought for a 
moment. : 

*I know, said Pip. ‘ Lady Candling said 1 
could take Bets in to see her. So I will, this after- 
noon. And I could ask Lady Candling herself 
about Luke, couldn't I?’ : t 

© Good idea, Pip, said Fatty. ‘I was just think- 
ing the same thing myself. And also you could take 
the chance of finding out where Lady Candling 
was between four and five o'clock perhaps. I mean, 
find out whether she had any chance of slipping off 
down to the cats herself, to steal her own Dark 
Queen away.’ Son TUR 

* Well, I’m sure she didn't, said Pip at once. 
* You've only got to look at her to know she couldn't 
even think of doing such a thing! Anyway, I 
thought we had decided that it wasn't worth while 
questioning our Suspects, seeing that Luke was by 
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the cat-house all the time during that hour and 
would have seen anyone there.’ 

* Well, I suppose it isn’t really,’ said Fatty. ‘I 
don’t see that it’s any way possible for the thief to 
have stolen the cat right under old Luke’s nose. 
He said that he hadn’t left the spot for even half a 
minute.’ 

“There’s our dinner-bell again,’ said Bets. 
“Come on, Pip, we shall get into an awful row. 
Come back afterwards, you others, and we’ll tell 
you how Pip and I get on this afternoon.’ 

They parted and went home to their various 
meals. They were all worried about Luke. Had 
he lost his job ? Lady Candling must have given 
him notice, or surely he would have been back as 
usual in the morning. Poor old Luke ! 

At half-past three Pip and Bets thought they 
would go and see Lady Candling. Daisy looked at 
Bets. The little girl had on a very grubby overall, 
and Pip’s shorts were extremely dirty. 

* Don't you think you ought to put on a clean 
frock, Bets?’ said Daisy. ‘ And just look at your 
shorts, Pip. Honestly, you look as if you’ve been 
sitting down on a sack of soot or something.’ 

‘Golly! Have we got to go and change ? ' said 
Pip in alarm. He hated getting into clean things. 

* Well, I think it would be more polite to Lady 
Candling if you went looking clean,' said Daisy. 
So poor Pip and Bets went into the house to wash 
and put on clean clothes. 

Their mother saw them going indoors and called 
out to them. ‘ What do you want ? ' 

* We're just going to wash and put on clean 
clothes, Mummy, said Bets. 

* What?’ said her mother in amazement. * What- 
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ever has come over you? Where are you going 
in your clean clothes ? ° 

“To see Lady Candling,’ said Bets before Pip 
could stop her. 

‘To see Lady Candling!’ said Mrs. Hilton, 
even more astonished. ‘But why? She hasn't 
asked you in. You can’t go without being asked.’ 

By this time Pip had given Bets such a nudge 
that she nearly fell over. Bets stood looking at her 
mother, afraid that she had given away something 
she shouldn’t have mentioned. 

* Well, Bets seems to have lost her tongue,’ said 
Mrs. Hilton impatiently. ‘Pip, what ds all this 
about? It isn’t like you to go rushing off paying 
afternoon calls with Bets. What's come over you ? ' 

* Well, Mother,’ said Pip, ‘ I saw Lady Candling 
yesterday, and she said you had spoken about Bets 
to her, and would I bring her in to see her as she 
liked little girls.’ f 

‘But when did you see Lady Candling?* said 
his mother, astonished. ‘Oh, Pip! I do hope 
you haven't been going into next door and making 
a lot of trouble there.’ . 

* Oh zo, Mother,’ said Pip, looking very innocent. 
‘I wouldn't dream of making trouble. Well—we 
won't go if you'd rather we didn't—but Bets will 
be awfully disappointed now.’ 

He whispered to Bets out of the corner of his 
mouth. ‘Begin to cry, can’t you? Then it'll be 
all right.’ y 

Bets screwed up her voice and gave a most 
heart-rending howl. ‘I want to go, I want to go!’ 
she wailed. e 

* Well, go then,’ said Mrs. Hilton hastily. “But 
do behave yourselves.’ 
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* I thought it would be nice to tell Lady Candling 
We were sorry about her lost cat, and ask her if she 
had found it yet; said Pip. His mother stared at 
him. 


‘ It doesn’t seem like you to get so polite and 
considerate all of a sudden, Pip,’ she said. ‘I can’t 
help feeling . there's something behind all this. 
Well, if I hear from Lady Candling that.you have 
been making a nuisance of yourself, I shall be very 
cross.’ 

The children escaped to change into clean things. 
Bets was afraid that Pip was going to scold her for 
saying they were going to see Lady Candling, but 
he didn’t. 

* You made up for giving away a bit of our secret 
by making that lovely howl, he said. *I almost 
thought you were really crying, Bets.’ : 

Soon they were walking sedately down the drive, 
Out of the gate, and up Lady Candling's drive. 
They passed Tupping on the way. He was cutting 
the Riso there. He scowled at them as they 
passed. Ap 

“Good afternoon, Tupping, what a beautiful 
day it is!’ said Pip, in an imitation of his mother's 
politeness. ‘I really think we shall have a little 
rain before long, though, don't you? Still, the 
vegetable garden needs it, I'm sure ! ’ R 

upping gave a growl, and snipped viciously at 
the hedge. Pip felt sure he would like to have 
snipped at him and Bets. He grinned and went 
on his way. 

The two children went to the front door and 
rang the bell. A trim little maid came to the door 
and smiled at the children. 

‘ Please, is Lady Candling in ? * asked Pip. 


PIP AND BETS PAY A CALL 73 


; ‘I think she's in the garden,’ said the maid. 

I'll take you out to the verandah, and you can go 
and look for her if you like. She may be picking 
roses.’ 

‘Have they found the cat yet?’ asked Pip as 
he and Bets followed the maid out to a sunny 
verandah. 

‘No,’ said the maid. * Miss Harmer's in a great 
state about her. It’s a funny business, isn’t it? 
I'm afraid it must have been Luke. After all, he 
was the only one near the cats between four and 
five o’clock.’ . 

* Didn't you hear or see anyone strange at all 
yesterday afternoon ? ' asked Pip, thinking that he 
might as well ask a few questions. 

* Nobody, said the maid. ‘You see, Lady 
Candling had quite a tea-party yesterday—nine or 
ten people altogether—and Cook and I were busy 
all the time. We didn't go down the garden at all 
between four and five o'clock, we had such a lot 
to do. If we had slipped down, we might have 
seen the thief at his work. Ah! it was a good day 
for the thief—with Miss Harmer out, and Tupping 
out, and Cook and me busy, and Lady Candling 
up here at the house with her friends ! * | 

‘It was, said Pip. ‘It looks as if the thief 
must have known all that too, to arrange his theft 
so neatly.’ 4 ; 

‘That’s why we think it must be Luke,’ said 
the girl. ‘Though I always liked Luke. A bit 
simple, but always very kind. And that Tupping’s 
a perfect horror to him.’ j i 

* Don't you like Tupping either ?' said Bets 


eagerly. ; 
‘He's a rude, bad-tempered old man!” said 
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the girl. ‘But don’t you say I said so. Cook 
and me wish it had been him that took the cat. 
Well, I mustn’t talk to you any more. You go out 
and find her ladyship.’ 

Pip and Bets went into the sunny garden. 
* From what that maid says it’s quite clear that we 
can cross Lady Candling, the parlourmaid, and the 
cook off our list of Suspects,’ said Pip. ‘ Hallo! 
there’s Miss Tremble.’ 

Miss Trimble advanced to meet them. Bets 
spoke to Pip ina whisper. 

‘ Pip! Let's count how many times her glasses 
fall off! They keep on doing it.’ 

‘Well, children!’ said Miss Trimble in her 
bird-like voice, giving them a wide and toothy smile. 
* Are you looking for Lady Candling? I think I 
have seen this little girl before, haven't I? Aren't 
you the little girl that the strawberry runners ran 
away with ? Oh, what a joke, ha, ha!’ 

She laughed, and her glasses fell off, dangling 
on their little chain. She put them on again. 

* Yes, I'm the little girl, said Bets. ‘ And we 
have come to see Lady Candling.' 

“Oh, what a pity! She's just gone out ! * said 
Miss Trimble. ‘I’m afraid you'll have to put up 
with poor old me ! 

She laughed again, and her glasses fell off. 
‘ Twice,’ said Bets, under her breath. 

“Do you know where Luke is?’ said Pip, 
thinking it would be a good idea to go and find him 
if he was anywhere about. 

“No, I don't, said Miss Trimble. ‘ He didn't 
turn up to-day. Tupping was very annoyed about it.’ 

“Did Lady Candling give Luke the sack, Miss 
Tremble ? * asked Bets. 
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< My name is Trimble, not Tremble,’ said Miss 
Trimble. “No, Lady Candling didn’t give him 
notice. At least, I don’t think so. Wasn’t it a pity 
about that lovely cat? I saw her at four o'clock, 
you know.’ 

‘ Yes, you were with my mother, said Pip. 
“I suppose you didn’t see anyone near the cat- 
house except Luke ? ? 

* No, nobody,’ said Miss Trimble. ‘ Luke was 
there, of course, digging hard all the time. Your 
mother and I were only there a minute or two, 
then I had to hurry her back to the tea-table, because 
there was a lot for me to do there. I didn’t have a 
moment to myself until after the party.’ 

* Then you couldn't have stolen the cat!” said 
Pip, with a laugh. Miss Trimble jumped, and her 
glasses fell off. Her nose went even redder than it 
already was. i 

* What a funny joke ! ' she said, and she tried to 
disentangle her glasses from her lace collar. * The 
very idea of stealing anything makes me go hot and 
cold ! * 

* Could we go and see the cats, Miss Tremble ? ' 
asked Bets. 

* I should think so,’ said Miss Trimble. * My 
name is Trimble, not Tremble. Do try and remem- 
ber. Miss Harmer is with the cats. We'll go and 
see her. Come along, dears.’ 

She tripped along in front of them, her glasses 
on her nose once more. They fell off going down 
a few steps, and Bets counted out loud. 

‘That’s four times.’ ! : s 

‘Four times what, dear?’ said Miss Trimble, 
turning round and smiling sweetly. She put up her 
hand to stop her glasses from falling. 

6 
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“Don’t stop them,’ said Bets. ‘I’m counting 
how many times they fall off.’ : 

“Oh, what a funny little girl!" said Miss 
Trimble, looking rather cross. She held her glasses 
on with hér hand, and Bets was sorry. She felt 
that wasn't fair ! 

They came to the cat-house. Miss Harmer 
was there, mixing some food. She looked up. 
Her plump, jolly face looked worried, 

* Hallo !* she said. * Come to see my cats?" 

“Yes, please,’ said Bets. ‘ Miss Harmer, wasn’t it 
awful Dark Queen being stolen whilst you wereaway ?’ 

* Yes,” said the kennel-girl, stirring the food in 
the pan. ‘I wish I hadn't gone. Ishould only have 
taken half a day, really; but Mr. Tupping offered 
to look after the cats for me if I'd like the whole day 
—so I thanked him and went. But I've reproached 
myself ever since.’ 

“Mr. Tupping offered to look after the cats, did 
you say ? ' said Pip, full of amazement at the thought 
of Tupping offering to .do anyone a kindness. 
“Golly! that's not like him.’ 

* No, it isn’t,’ said the girl, with a laugh. ‘ But 
I badly wanted to go home, and I can’t unless I have 
a whole day, because my home is so far away. Do 
you collect railway tickets ? Because the collector 
didn’t take my ticket when I got back to the station 
last night. You can have it if you like.’ 

Pip did collect railway tickets. He took the 
return-half that Miss Harmer held out to him. 
*'Thanks, he said, ‘ Pd like it? He put it into his 
pocket, thinking how envious Larry would be, for 
he collected railway tickets too. 

* Do you think Luke stole the cat, Miss Harmer ? ? 
said Pip. 


‘DO YOU THINK LUKE STOLE THE CAT?’ 
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“No, I don’t,’ said Miss Harmer. “ He's a bit 
silly, but he's honest enough. But I tell you who 
might have taken the cat—that circus friend of 
Luke's! What's his name, now—Jake, I think it is.’ 

This was news to the two children. Luke had 
never told them about Jake. A circus friend ! 
HOY exciting! Why had Luke never mentioned 

im ? 

* Does Jake live near here ? ' asked Pip. 

* Oh no, but the circus he belongs to is perform- 
ing in the next town—in F. arring,' said Miss Harmer. 
‘So I suppose he's somewhere near. You know, 
Dark Queen would be marvellous in a circus. I 
had already taught her to do a few tricks." 

Miss Trimble was getting impatient, for it was 
near her tea-time. She gave three or four polite 
little coughs, and her glasses promptly fell off.- 

* We'd better go,’ said Pip. ‘ Thanks for show- 
ing us the cats. You needn’t bother to show us out, 
Miss Tremble. We'll go over the wall.’ 

* My name is Trimble, not Tremble,’ said Miss 
Trimble, losing her smile for a moment. ‘I wish 
you would try and remember. And surely you 
should not go over the wall ? Let me take you down 
the drive.’ 

‘ Tupping’s there,’ said Bets. Miss Trimble’s 
glasses fell off at once at the mention of the surly 
gardener. 

* Oh well, if you really want to get over the wall, 
I won't stop you!' she said. * Good-bye, dear 
children. I'll tell Lady Candling you came.' 

* They fell off eight times,’ said Bets in a pleased 
tone as the two of them climbed over the wall. 
“I say, Pip, isn’t it funny that Luke never told us 
about Jake ? ' 
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CHAPTER XI 
A VISIT TO THE CIRCUS 


PIP and Bets were to go to tea with Larry and 
Daisy that afternoon, so they all went up the lane 
together, Fatty and Buster too. Pip had a lot to tell. 

* Luke hasn't turned up to-day,’ he said. ‘ It's 
funny, isn't it, because Lady Candling hasn't given 
him notice. And I say, I wonder why he never told 
us about Jake." 

* I suppose—I suppose he couldn't possibly have 
told Jake to come to the cat-house yesterday, and he 
couldn't possibly have given him the cat, could he ? ? 
said Larry. ‘ I mean—I know we think Luke didn’t 
do it—but, well, what do you others think ? ' 

For the first time a small doubt about Luke 
came into the children's minds. He hadn't told 
them about Jake. And he was a man they would 
have liked to hear about if he lived with a circus. 
And after all, Luke had been the only one near the 
cat-house during the whole of that hour. 

‘Well, I still don’t believe it was Luke or his 
friend Jake,’ said Bets stoutly. ‘So there ! 

‘Nor do I,’ said Daisy. ‘But I wish every- 
thing wasn't so dreadfully puzzling.’ 

“We were much better find-outers last time,’ 
said Larry gloomily. ‘ Think of the clues and things 
we found, and all the Suspects we questioned.’ 

‘Well,’ said Pip, ‘I can tell you this—all the 
Suspects on our list can be crossed off now. I was 
only about half an hour in next door, but I found 
out enough to know that not one of the people on 
our list could have stolen Dark Queen.’ 
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* How do you know ?’ asked Fatty. 

“Well, Lady Candling had quite a big party,’ 
said Pip, ' and it stands to reason she couldn't leave 
a big party and go off to steal her own cat in the 
middle of it. The cook and parlourmaid were very 
busy all the time during the tea-hour, so that rules 
them out too. Miss Tremble had to help as well, 
and Im sure Lady Candling would have been very 
suspicious if she'd gone off for ten minutes or so to 
steal the cat!"  . 

“Go on, Pip,’ said Fatty. ‘ Where’s your list of 
Suspects, Larry ? Let's cross them off one by one.* 

* And you can cross off Miss Harmer,’ said Pip, 
* because she went home yesterday and her home is 
at Langston, miles away. And look, here's the 
return-half she gave me, because the collector didn't 
take it when she got back. So we can cross her off 
too.’ 

“That’s all the Suspects crossed off—except 
Luke,’ said Larry. ‘ Golly! it does look as if it 
might have been a friend of Luke’s, doesn’t it— 
someone who came slipping up, winked at Luke, 
took the cat and went off, trusting to Luke not to 
give him away. I wish we could find Luke and 
question him about Jake.’ 

“I know where Luke is—I bet I know!” said 
Pip. 'I bet he's gone to the circus—and he's with 
his friend Jake! 1 bet he'll go off with the circus, 
too, when it moves away ! ? 

Everyone felt certain that Pip was right. Of 
course that was where Luke would be. 

* Look here, let's get out our bikes after tea and 
ride over to Farring,' said Fatty. * We'll soon find 
the circus-tents, and if Luke's there we'll find him 
too!’ 
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“Good idea!’ said everyone, brightening up at 
the thought of doing E UNE $ Come 
on, let's hurry up over tea and go.’ 

Mrs. Daykin (Larry’s mother and Daisy's) was 
astonished to find the children galloping so fast 
through the lovely tea she had provided for them. 
She looked at them in astonishment. 

- ‘Are you terribly hungry, or just in a hurry ?" 
she asked. ‘ Didn't any of you have any dinner ? * 

- * We're just in a hurry, Mrs. Daykin, that's all,’ 
said Fatty, as politely as he could with his mouth 
full. ‘ We want to go for a bike-ride after tea.’ 

‘To Farring, put in Bets. She got two hard 
nudges at once, one from Pip and one from Larry. 
They were both afraid she would say too much. 

“Why to Farring ? "said Mrs. Daykin, surprised. 
She didn’t know the circus was there. “It’s not a 
. very pretty place.’ i à 

* Well; we thought it would be quite a nice ride 

' there and back,’ said Larry. ‘ We'd better be going 

now. We'll not be late home, Mother.' . 

Fatty had to go and get his bicycle, and so had 
Bets and Pip. 'lo her joy Bets was allowed to 
come, as Farring was not a great distance away. 

- The children rode off gaily. yl 

Soon, in front of them, they saw another bicyclist 
—a big burly one, dressed in dark blue. MN 

‘ Golly! "There's old Clear-Orf !? said Pip. 
* Don't catch him up, anyone. He may turn off 
somewhere, and then»we can get on quickly on our 
way to Farring.’ A 

But Clear-Orf took the way to Farring too! 
‘Isay! I hope he isn't going to see Jake as well,’ 
said Fatty in dismay. “Do you suppose he got out. 
of Luke that he had a circus friend? Blow! We 
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can't let Clear-Orf get ahead of us like this. After 
all, Jake may be a fine big Clue.’ 

Then a lovely thing happened. Mr. Goon got 
a puncture! He rode over a piece of glass, and his 
back tyre went flat quite suddenly. The big police- 
man bumped along the road, gave a loud and angry 
exclamation, and got off. 

He took his bike to the side of the road and got 
out a puncture-mending outfit. The children, 
grinning, rode quickly by. Fatty waved to him. f 

* Evening, Mr. Goon ! Sorry to see you are in 
trouble ! ’ 

The policeman looked up in surprise that turned 
to annoyance when he saw the five children cycling 
quickly on the way to Farring. He began to mend 
his inner tube. The children simply sped along, 
knowing that they had at least a quarter of an hour 
before Clear-Orf could catch them up. 

“There’s the circus-tents,' said Bets, as they 
topped a hill and rode down. * And look at the 
cages, too—and the gay caravans. Oh, I do think 
it looks exciting ! 

It was exciting. A big elephant was tethered 
by a hind leg to a stout tree. Five tigers in a very 
Strong cage roared for their dinner. Seven beautiful 
black horses were being ridden round the field by 
the grooms, who were giving them a little exercise. 

Smoke rose from the chimneys of the gay 
Caravans, and all kinds of exciting smells rose on 
the air. 

* Kippers,’ said Bets, wrinkling up her nose. 

* Sausages,’ said Daisy. 

‘Stew!’ said Fatty. “Oooh! I had a good 
tea, but I could do with a good supper as well 1? 

* What's our plan ? ' said Larry, jumping off his 
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bicycle and leaning it against the fence. ‘Do we 
hunt round for Luke, or do we ask for Jake ? ° 

“We better not all go,’ said Fatty. ‘I think 
n better go by myself and just ask politely for 

ake.’ 

“The tigers will jump out and eat a nice fat 
mergel like you as soon as they see you,’ said Larry. 

go.’ 

‘ I thought of the circus idea, and that Luke 
might be here,’ said Pip. ‘I think J ought to go!’ 

* Buck up and decide,' said Daisy impatiently. 
* Clear-Orf will be here soon.’ 

‘Well, we'll all go, except Bets,’ said Larry. 
‘It can't matter us wandering separately round the 
field. I can see other children doing it too. But 
Bets had better stay and look after the bikes.’ 

* Well) began Bets indignantly, ‘I like that! 
Why should I ? ' f 

“You know you're afraid of tigers,’ said Pip. 
' * And you're afraid of elephants too. You wouldn't 
ride one when you went to the Zoo. And goodness 
knows what there might be in that cage over there, 
look—big brown bears, I expect.’ 

“Oh,” said Bets. ‘ Well, I will stay here then. 
But I think it's mean of you all to go, all the same.’ 

The little girl had tears in her eyes. She knew 
she would not dare to go into the circus camp by 
herself, but she did think one of the others could 
have stayed to guard the bikes with her. 

The others climbed over the fence and went 
into the field. They separated and wandered about, 
waiting to meet someone they could ask about Jake. 

It was Pip who found Jake. He had asked a 
cheeky little circus-girl if she knew where Jake was, 
and she had first put out her tongue at him, then 
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called him an impolite name, and then pointed to 
where a big man was giving a pail of water to a horse. 

Pip went across to him. The man looked up. 
“What do you want ? ' he said. 

* I say,’ said Pip, * I'm looking for a boy I know, 
called Luke. I've got a message for him. Is he here?’ 

‘Nope,’ said the man shortly. ‘ Haven't seen 
him for weeks.’ 

Pip was disappointed. ‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I did 
want to talk to him. You don’t know his address, 
do you ? 

‘Nope,’ said the man again. ‘I don't give 
addresses to little busybodies. You go away and 
mind your own business.’ 

Fatty came up when he saw Pip talking to the 
man. “Is this fake ? ' he said to Pip. Pip nodded. 

‘ But he says he hasn't seen Luke for weeks," 
said Pip. 

< We're his friends,’ said Fatty earnestly. * Please 
believe us. We just want to talk to him.’ 

,  l've told you I don't know where he is,’ said 
the man. ‘ Now you get out of this field ; and just 
remember what I say, I haven't seen Luke for weeks.’ 

Bets stood by the bicycles, watching the others 
wandering about the camp. She kept an eye open 
for old Clear-Orf, and hoped he wouldn’t stop and 
ask her what she was doing there if he came by. 
She decided to creep through to the other side of the 
hedge, whereshe would be hidden from any passer-by. 

So she crept through and settled herself com- 
fortably there. She was near a bright-red caravan. 
She looked up at it, and saw something that gave 
her an enormous surprise. Somebody was peeping 
at her from behind the little lace curtain—and that 
somebody was Luke ! 
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CHAPTER XII 
LUKE AGAIN 


BETS sat quite still, holding her breath. The 
curtain was then drawn a little farther, and the 
window was quietly opened. Luke put his head out. 
E * Hallo, little Bets |’ he said in a cautious voice. 

Why are you here? Have you come to see the 
circus ?” , 

* No,’ said Bets, standing up and speaking in a 
low voice too. ‘ We heard you had a friend here, 
Luke, and we wanted to find you and talk to you— 
so we thought perhaps you had gone to your friend." 

* He's my uncle, said Luke. ‘I don't like him 
much, but I couldn't think of anyone else to go to. 
You see, I was afraid they'd put me into prison for 
stealing Dark Queen. So I ran away.’ 

* But you didn’t steal her, did you ? ' said Bets. 

‘Course not,’ said Luke. ‘ As if I'd go stealing 
anything! I’d be too scared, let alone it’s wrong. 
Are you alone ? ' 

* No; the others are here too,’ said Bets. ‘ They 
have gone to find Jake to ask if you are here.’ 

* Oh, said Luke. ‘ Well, I didn't tell him any- 
thing about the trouble I’m in—nothing about 
Dark Queen, I mean. I was afraid if I told him 
that he'd not hide me here. I just told him I'd got 
into trouble with my stepfather and wanted to run 
away with the circus. 1 showed him the bruises 
where my stepfather hit me last night, and he said 
he'd hide me till the circus went away and take me 
with him. He can do with a strong lad like me to 


help.’ 
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* Did your stepfather beat you ? ' said Bets, with 
great sympathy. ‘Oh, Luke, you do have a bad 
time, don't you? I hope the others don't say any- 
thing to Jake about the stolen cat; but I don't 
think they will. They were only going to say that 
they wanted to give you a message.’ 

* Well, if they tell him I'm suspected of stealing 
anything, he'll not keep me here, that's certain,’ 
said Luke. ‘No circus-folk like to be mixed up 
with the police. Don't you go and tell anyone 
I'm here, will you, Bets? I've got to keep hidden 
in this caravan till the circus moves off.’ 

* I won't tell a soul—except the boys and Daisy,’ 
said Bets. ' You can depend on that. Oh, Luke, 
whoever do you think can have stolen the cat? 
It went between four and five o'clock, you know— 
and you were there all the time. Didn't you see 
anyone?’ 

“No, no one,’ said Luke. ‘ It’s a real puzzler, 
that’s what it is.’ 

“Oh, and Luke—I must tell you something 
queer,’ said Bets, remembering the finding of the 
whistle. But before she could say any more, there 
came the sound of voices nearby. Luke shut the 
window hastily, and drew the curtain. - 

It was only the boys and Daisy coming back t 
Bets, bitterly disappointed. 

“Nothing doing, Bets,’ said Fatty. ‘ We found 
Jake, and he wouldn’t open his mouth about Luke 
at all. Said he hadn’t seen him for weeks.’ 

* But all the same I can’t help feeling that he 
. has seen him and that he knows where he is,’ said 
Pip. ‘It’s sickening—coming all this way for 
nothing.’ 

* What's the matter with Bets?’ said Fatty, 
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looking at her suddenly. * She's all red, and bursting 
to tell us something. What's up, Bets ?’ 

‘Nothing,’ said Bets. ‘Except that I know 
where Luke is, that's all.’ 

The four children stared at Bets as if she had 
suddenly gone mad. ‘ What do you mean ?” said 
Pip at last. ‘ Where is he?’ 

Bets dropped her voice. ‘See that red caravan 
over there? Well—he’s hiding in there. I saw 
Eus He was peeping out at me. And I talked to 

im.’ 

© Crumbs !? said Larry. ‘ Here we go wandering 
all over the field, finding Jake and not getting 4 
word out of him—and all the time little Bets is 
talking to Luke ! Whatever will she do next ? ' 

Bets glowed. It was just à bit of luck that she 
had crept through the hedge and sat down beside 
the red caravan. She knew that— but all the 
same she couldn't help feeling rather clever and 
important. 

* Did you say anything to Jake about the stolen 
cat?’ asked Bets. ‘ Because Luke said he didn’t 
say a word to him about that in case Jake wouldn’t 
hide him. He just told Jake that he was running 
away from his stepfather, and he showed him his 
bruises.’ $ 

* We didn't say a word about the cat, silly, of 
course not,’ said Pip. ‘I wonder if we can speak 
to Luke. Which window did he look out of, did 
you say ?' Y d 

Bets showed him. Pip whistled the little tune 
that Luke always used as a signal. The curtain 
moved slightly, and the children could see the out- 
- line of Luke's head behind. The window softly 


opened. 
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* Hallo there, Luke !’ said Fatty in a low voice. 
* We haven't said anything to Jake about the cat. 
I say, are you really running away with the circus ? 

* Yes,’ said Luke. 

“But don't you think that everyone will feel 
certain you stole Dark Queen if you run away?’ 
said Larry. ‘ You know, it’s not a very good plan 
to run away from things.’ 

There came the sound of somebody jumping 
off a bicycle the other side of the hedge—somebody 
heavy and panting. The children looked at one 
another, and then looked over the hedge. Yes, 
Just as they had feared—it was Mr. Goon. His 
puncture was mended and he had caught them up. 

‘ These your bikes?" said Mr. Goon. ‘ What 
you doing here ? ’ 

“Having a look round the circus,' said Fatty 
politely. “ Lovely tigers here, Mr. Goon. You'll 
have to be careful they don’t eat you. They like 
a nice big dinner.’ 

Mr. Goon snorted. ‘ You’d better clear orf,’ he 
said. ‘ You're up to no good here, I'll be bound. 
Have you seen your friend Luke ? ? 

“Luke ? ' said Fatty, staring with wide eyes at 
Mr. Goon. ‘Why, where is Luke? Isn't he at 
Lady Candling's? We'd like to talk to him, if 
only you'll tell us where he is.’ 

Mr. Goon snorted again. He had a very good 
Snort. Fatty wished he could snort like Mr. Goon. 
He was sure the boys at his school would love to 
hear a snort like that, R 

* You clear orf; said Mr. Goon again, getting 
on his bicycle. ‘ Butting in where you're not 
wanted. Interfering with the Law.’ 

-He rode off to the gate that led into the field. 
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The children did not dare to speak to Luke again. 
"They slipped through the hedge and got their bikes. 
They saw Mr. Goon speak to someone and then go 
off to where Jake was still watering his horses. 

‘There, just what we thought!’ said Fatty. 
‘He’s heard about Jake too. I only hope Jake 
won’t give away Luke’s hiding-place when he knows 
he’s suspected of stealing Dark Queen ih 

* We'd better get away from this caravan,’ said 
Pip. ‘It might look funny, being so near it. Old 
Clear-Orf is terribly stupid, but it might occur to 
him that we are interested in this caravan for some 
special reason ! ' i 

So they all rode off, leaving poor Luke behind 
in the red caravan. How they wished they could 
do something for him. But they couldn’t. They 
must just hope he could get away safely with Jake 
and that nobody would find him. 

* All the same, I think he's jumped out of the 
frying-pan into the fire, said Larry as they cycled 
home together. 'Idon't think he's going to be any 
happier with that surly Jake than with Tupping or 
his stepfather.’ 

It was late when they got back, almost Bets’ 
bed-time. ' We'd better say good-night, said 
Larry, stopping at the corner of the road where he 
lived. ‘ See you all to-morrow Nu 

* Good-night,’ called the others, and rode on, 
leaving Daisy and Larry bebna? e e 

‘We'll drop you next, Fatty, said Pip. “I say, 


isn’t it a pity that this new mystery doesn’t seem to 
be coming to anything ? Luke’s run away, and now 
we shall never know who stole Dark Queen.’ 

* Yes ; this mystery is at an end, I suppose, as 


far as we are concerned,’ said Fatty, jumping off his 
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bike as he came to his house. ‘ With Luke gone 
away, old Goon will have to drop his enquiries, and 
I don’t expect we shall ever find out any more. 
It’s a pity.’ 

“ Good-bye,’ said Bets, ‘see you to-morrow.’ 
She and Pip rode home down the lane. Bets’ bed- 
time bell was ringing as she rode up the drive. 

* Just in time,’ said Pip. ‘ You won't get into a 
row to-night, that's certain! Happy dreams, Bets ! ' 

Bets went off to the bathroom to have her bath. 
Pip went to clean up and change into a decent suit. 
He whistled as he changed. He found that he was 
whistling the tune Luke always used. 

‘ Poor old Luke,’ thought Pip, scrubbing his 
nails. ‘I suppose we'll never hear of him again. 
Well, I shall always remember him because of those 
lovely whistles he made.’ 

Pip had his meal, and then went out to clean his 
bike. He did not go to bed until half-past eight, so 
he had plenty of time. He cleaned his bike and then 
went down to the end of the garden. There was an 
old summer-house. Pip took a book and sat there 
reading. 

He thought he heard a rustling noise once or 
twice and he looked up, wondering if there was a 
bird in the bushes outside. But there seemed to be 
nothing, and Pip went on reading. Then he heard 
the clock in the village nearby strike the half-hour, 
and he shut his book. He went to find his mother 
and father to say good-night to them. 

Pip was tired. He soon fell asleep. He dreamt 
all kinds of things. He dreamt that old Clear-Orf 
was chasing him, riding on Buster’s back. He dreamt 
that Jake joined in, riding on a tiger. Then he 
dreamt that Luke was in front of them, running 
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away in fright. He heard the tuneful whistle that 
Luke used as a signal. 

Pip turned in his sleep. The dream went on. 
Luke was in it all the time. The whistle kept there 
too, insistent and clear. 

Then someone clutched Pip, and he awoke with 
a terrible jump. He sat up, trembling, still thinking 
of his dream. He gave a little yelp. 

* Sh! It’s me, Pip,’ said Bets’ voice. * Don't 
make a noise.’ 

* Bets ! ' said Pip in anger. ‘ What do you mean 
by giving me a fright like this? You nearly made 
me jump out of my skin.’ 

. ‘Pip, listen ! "There's someone whistling in the 
garden,’ whispered Bets. * And it's Luke’s little 
tune. You know, the one we always use to whistle 
to one another. Do you think it's Luke out there ? 
Does he want us ? ' 

Pip was now wide awake. He was just about 
to answer Bets when he heard the whistle again, 
the noise he had heard in his dreams. He now 
knew it had been a real whistle, not a dream one. 
He jumped out of bed. ; 

Good for you, Bets!’ he said. ‘It must be 
Luke. He's left the circus for some reason and come 
back here. We'd better see what he wants. At 
least—/’ll go and see what he wants. You stay 
here.’ 

C Tm coming too,’ said Bets in an obstinate voice. 
* I heard him, and you didn’t. I'm coming too.’ 

* You'll only fall down the stairs or something 


and make a row,’ said Pip. a". : 
* T shan’t,’ said Bets crossly, raising her voice. 


Pip nudged her. 
* Shut up! You'll wake everyone. All right— 
7 
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come if you want to, but. for goodness' sake. be 
uiet.’ 
Dp They did not bother to put on dressing-gowns, 
' for the night was so warm. They padded down the 
passage and on to the landing. Pip fell over some- 
thing, and rolled down a few stairs before he was 
able to catch hold of the banisters and stop himself 
from falling any farther. j 
* What's the matter, Pip ?’ said Bets in alarm. 
‘ Fell over the silly kitchen cat,’ whispered back 
Pip. ‘ Golly, I hope no one heard me.’ 
he two sat on the stairs holding their breath 
for a minute or two, expecting to hear a movement 
in their parents’ room. But nobody stirred. The 
cat sat at the bottom of the stairs, her green eyes 
gleaming in the darkness. 1 
* I believe she tripped me up on purpose,’ said 
Pip. 'She's been 
Buster into the house. Get away, Puss.’ 


groping their way down the dark passage to the 
garden door. Pip unlocked it, and they stepped out 
into the silent garden. Bets clung to Pip’s hand. 
She didn’t very much like the dark. 

The whistle sounded again. ‘ It’s somewhere at 
the top of the garden,’ said Pip. ‘ Come on ! Keep 
on the grass, Bets. The gravel makes a noise.’ 


The two crept over the lawn, up the kitchen- 
garden, and round 


shadow moved by the old summer-house. 


It was Luke! They heard his voice in the 
darkness. So Luke had come back after all ! 


past the big rubbish-heap. A. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


LUKE FINDS SOME GOOD FRIENDS 


* LUKE! Is that you ?' whispered Pip. * What's 
the matter ? Why did you leave the circus ? ' 

Pip drew Luke into the summer-house. Bets 
sat on one side of him and Pip on the other. 
Bets slipped her little hand into Luke's big rough 
paw. The big boy held it there gently. 

‘Yes. I left the circus camp,’ he said. “That 
policeman went to my Uncle Jake, and he told him 
all about the stolen cat and that he thought I’d 
taken it—and he said did my uncle know anything 


about the cat.’ 
* And I suppose your uncle sent you off when he 


heard all that,’ said Pip. 1 

‘He didn't give me away to the policeman,’ 
said Luke. ‘He said he hadn't heard of no stolen 
cat, and he hadn't seen me for weeks and didn't 
want to. I reckon a search will be made of the 
circus, though, because that bobby is quite certain 


Dark Queen is somewhere there.’ : 
‘I suppose they'd make a search for you too,’ 


said Bets. : f 
* Yes, said Luke. * Well, my uncle waited till 
the bobby was safely out of sight, then he came to me 


and told me to go. Said he didn't mind me running 
away from my stepfather, but he wasn't going to help 


me run away from the police.’ 
* But you can't go back to your stepfather !' 


said Pip. ‘ He's awful to you.’ 
‘Course I can’t,’ said Luke. * Don't want to 


be half killed, do 1? Thing is—what am I going to 
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do? I came here to-night because I-thought you 
might be able to give me something to eat. I've 
had nothing since twelve o'clock and I'm fair 
starved.’ 

‘Oh, poor Luke!’ said Bets. ‘I'll go and get 
you something at once. There’s a steak-pie in the 
larder and a plum-tart. I saw them both. / 

“Here, Bets, don't be an idiot,’ said Pip, pulling 
her back. ‘ What do you suppose Mother will say 
in the morning if she finds both pie and tart gone ? 
You can’t tell a lie and say you don’t know anything 
about it. Then, if you have to own up, people will 
ask you whom you gave the stuff to and they’ll guess 
it’s Luke.’ 

“Well, what shall we give him then?’ asked 
Bets. 

* Bread and butter,’ said Pip, ‘That won't be 
missed. And we could take a small bun or two out 
of the tin. And there’s lots of plums and green- 

ages.’ 
*'That'll do fine,’ said Luke gratefully. Bets 
sped off at once to the kitchen. She fell over the 
cat, but did not hurt herself. Soon she had collected 
the food and was back with Luke and Pip. Luke 
began to munch hungrily. ` 

“I’m feeling better now,’ he said. ‘ Nothing 
like hunger to make you feel miserable, I always say.’ 

Where are you going to sleep to-night?’ 
asked Pip. 

“Don’t know, said Luke. ‘Under a hedge 
somewhere. Reckon I’d better go tramping.’ 

“Don’t do that,’ said Bets. * You stay with us 
fora little while. You can sleep in this old summer- 
house. We can put the mattress from the swing- 
seat on the bench here and you can sleep on that.’ 
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t And we'll bring you food each day till we think 
of some plan for you,’ said Pip, feeling rather 


excited. ‘ It will be fun.’ 
* [ don’t. want to get you into no trouble,’ said 


uke. 

* Well, Luke, you won’t,’ said Pip. ‘ You stay 
in our garden, and maybe we'll be able to solve the 
mystery of Dark Queen, and then you can go back 
to your job and everything will be all right.’ 

* PII get the mattress off the swing-seat now, 
said Bets, and she ran to get it in the dark. She was 
more used to the dark now, and she found the swing- 
seat without difficulty. Pip went to help her. 
Together the two dragged the mattress up the garden 
to where Luke sat in the summer-house. 

They made a bed on the bench with the mattress 
and then Pip fetched an old rug from the garage. 

‘It’s a warm night,’ he said to Luke. ' You 
won't be too cold. We'll bring you some breakfast 


to-morrow morning.’ ; 1 
* What about your gardener ? ' said Luke fear- 
full. * What time does he come? Will he be up 


here at all?’ 

* He's ill,’ said Pip. ‘He won't be back for a 
few days. Mother's fed up because of the vegetables. 
She says they want weeding, and she keeps on trying 
to make me and Bets do it. But I hate weeding.’ 

* Oh,’ said Luke, relieved. ‘ Well, I'll be pretty 
safe-up here then. Good-night—and thanks.’ 

The others slipped back to bed, excited. It was 
good to think of the surprise of the others next day 
when they heard Luke was in the garden, sleeping 
there. Bets snuggled into bed happily. She was 


glad to have helped Luke. She did like him so 


much. 
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It was exciting to wake the next morning and 
think of Luke in the summer-house. Pip sat up in 
bed and wondered what there was for breakfast. 
If it was sausages he could secrete one somehow 
and take it to Luke. If it was boiled eggs he couldn’t. 
Anyway, he could take bread and butter. 

Bets was thinking the same thing. She dressed 
quickly and went downstairs, wondering if she could 
cut some bread and butter before anyone came into 
the dining-room. She thought she could. — 

But just as she was cutting a big thick slice of 
bread, her mother came in. She stared in surprise 
at Bets. 

“Whatever are you doing?’ she said. ‘ Are 
you so hungry that you can't wait for breakfast ? 
And what an enormously thick slice, Bets ! ’ 

Poor Bets had to put the slice on her own plate 
and eat it. 'lhe porridge was brought in and she 
and Pip ate theirs. Then—hurrah!—a dish of 
sausages came in! "The children's eyes gleamed. 
Now they would be able to take one or two to Luke. 

* Please can I have two sausages to-day ? ' asked 
Pip 


* Me too,’ said Bets. 

* Gracious, you must be hungry, Bets!" said 
her mother. She gave them each two. Their father 
was hidden behind his newspaper, so he would not 
be able to see what they were doing. But their 
mother could see quite well. How could they 
manage to hide away a sausage each? It was going 
to be difficult. 

But just then Annie the maid came into the 
room. ‘ Would you care to buy a flag for our local 
hospital, Madam?’ she said. ‘Miss Lacy is at 
the front door.’ 
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* Oh, of course,’ said Mrs. Hilton, and got up 
to get her bag, which she had left upstairs. The two 
children winked at one another. Pip got out a 
clean hanky and wrapped a sausage up quickly. 
Bets did the same—but her hanky was not so clean ! 
They pushed the wrapped-up sausages into their 
pockets with slices of bread, just as their mother 
came back. She stared at their plates in surprise. 

“Pip! Bets! How you have gobbled your 
breakfasts | You shouldn't stuff like that—you had 
two sausages each too! And a plate of porridge ! ’ 

Bets gave a little giggle, and Pip kicked her 
under the table. Neither of them liked to try and 
smuggle any more food into their pockets that meal, 
for they couldn’t help feeling that their mother was 
watching them, puzzled and surprised. 

Luke was glad of the bread and sausages. They 
took him some water to drink too. He sat in the 
summer-house eating, and they talked in low voices. 
* We'll bring you something at dinner-time too,’ 
said Pip. ‘ And you can pick yourself plums and 
greengages from the trees, can't you, Luke ?’ 

Luke nodded. He drank the water and handed 
back the cup. Then there came the sound of some- 
one calling ‘ Coo-ee ’ and Bets jumped up. 

“It’s Fatty—and Buster! Hie, Fatty, here we 
are in the summer-house.' 

. Fatty came up the garden with Buster. The. 
little Scottie darted into the summer-house, barking 
uu delight to see his friend there. Luke patted 
im. 

Fatty stopped at the entrance to the summer- 
house, his mouth falling open in the greatest amaze- 
ment when he saw Luke there. Bets laughed at 
his surprise. : 
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* We're going to hide him here,' she explained 
to Fatty. ' And we're going to bring him food. 
It's exciting. Oh, Fatty, can't we solve the mystery 
so that Luke isn't afraid any more? Do let's hurry 
up and solve the mystery ! ° 

Fatty had to hear all about the night's happen- 
ings. Then Daisy and Larry came, and added their 
surprise and delight to the little company. Alto- 
gether it was a very pleasant morning. 

* Where's that whistle we found in the cats' 
cage ?' said Pip. It was produced and held up for 
Luke to see. 

* We found it in the cage,’ said Fatty. ‘ And as 
we thought Mr. Goon would be sure to find it, and 
Mr. Tupping would tell him it was yours, we took 
it out and kept it. And we put a lot of false clues 
in the cage. You'd have laughed to see them. I 
put a cigar-end in the cage and one under it ! ' 

Luke whistled. * Oho ! ' he said, ‘ so that's why 
Mr. Goon got all excited when he found my uncle 
smoking a cigar! I couldn't think why he did. 
My uncle said he went quite purple in the face 
when he took out a cigar and lighted it. He had a 
box given to him once, and when he wants to be 
careful what he says to anyone, he lights one of 
those cigars and smokes it. He says it helps him 
to think.’ 

The children giggled to think that Fatty's cigar- 
ends had made Mr. Goon get all excited when he 
saw Jake smoking a cigar. Then Luke looked at 
the whistle that Fatty held. 

“Yes; that's one I made, he said. ‘I lost it 
somewhere in the garden. How could it have got 
into the cats' cage ? I made that whistle months 
ago.’ 
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They all talked over the mystery again, but 
somehow they could not make head or tail of it. 
Luke insisted that no one had come near the cage 
whilst he had been at work there—and that being 
so, how was it that Dark Queen had disappeared 
then ? 

All the children saved bits of their dinner for 
Luke. Daisy nearly got into trouble for putting a 
jam tart into her pocket. Her mother saw her and 
was very cross. 

‘ Daisy! What are you doing with that tart ? 
Surely you are not putting it into your pocket ? ' 

* Oh, how silly of me,’ said Daisy, taking it out 
again and looking at the tart as if she had thought 
it was her handkerchief. 

* If you are trying to take food away for that 
dog of Frederick’s, I must certainly forbid it,’ said 
her mother. ‘ The dog is too fat already.’ 

* Oh, Mother, I certainly won't give food away 
to Buster,’ said Daisy earnestly. * I wouldn't dream 
of it.’ 

Between them the children managed to supply 
Luke with plenty of food. They gave him a pail 
of water and soap and an old towel. They made up 
a bed for him each night in the summer-house. 
And, in return, Luke worked in the vegetable 
garden whenever Pip's mother was out, weeding it 
carefully and doing all he could to make it nice. 
The kitchen-garden was far away from the house 
and he could not be seen. 

* Must do something in return for your kind- 
ness,' he said to the children. And they liked him 
all the better for it. For three days Luke stayed in 
Pip's garden, and then things began to happen again. 
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CHAPTER XIV 
MR. GOON IS VERY SUSPICIOUS 


MRS. HILTON, Pip's mother, walked up the 
garden one day and was filled with astonishment to 
see the vegetables looking so neat and so well- 
weeded. 

She stood and gazed at them in amazement, and 
then she called Pip and Bets. She smiled lovingly 
at them. 

‘Pip! Bets! What good, kind children you 
are! You have been weeding the vegetable-garden 
for me whilst the gardener is ill, and you haven't 
told me a word about it. I am very, very pleased 
with you ! ' 

Bets opened her mouth to say at once that she 
and Pip had had nothing to do with it, but Pip 
gave her such an alarming frown that she shut it 
again. She went very red. 

Pip was red too. Neither of them liked being 
praised for something they hadn't done ; but how 
could they say they hadn't done it without giving 
Luke away ? 

* Its almost as bad being praised for something 
we oughtn't to get praise for, as being blamed for 
something we haven't done ! ’ thought Pip. ' Oh, 
golly ! I suppose Bets and I had better set to work 
and do a little weeding—then we can safely admit 
to having worked in the garden even though old 
Luke has done most of it.’ 

So, much to the others’ surprise, Pip and Bets 
actually did some weeding, and felt very virtuous 
indeed. Luke laughed to see them. 
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‘Little Bets has pulled up half the lettuce 
seedlings,’ he said. ‘ She thought they were weeds. 
Never mind, Bets, there are plenty more lettuces ! ? 

One afternoon Mr. Goon met Fatty and Buster, 
and he stopped them. 

“I want a word with you, Master Frederick,’ he 
said in his pompous voice. He took out his big 
black notebook. He flicked over the pages. 

* I'm afraid I can't stop,' said Fatty in a polite 
voice. ‘I’m taking Buster for a walk.’ 

* You just stop where you are,’ said Clear-Orf 
angrily. “I tell you I’ve got something to say to you.’ 

* Well, what you say to me is usually * clear 
orf," said Fatty. ‘Are you sure that isn't what 
you want to say?’ 

“One of these days, young man—one of these 
days you'll be had up for Contempt of the Police,’ 
said Mr. Goon in an awful voice. 

“Shall I really ? ' said Fatty with great interest. 

* Ah, here we are,' said Mr. Goon, apparently 
finding the page he wanted in his notebook. * Here 
weare. Onthe fifth of this month, Master Frederick, 
you and the other four children were wandering 
around the circus camp, and you spoke to a man 
called Jake.’ 

‘ Right first time,’ said Fatty, wondering what 
was coming. 

“You be civil, young man,’ said Mr. Goon 
angrily. Fatty looked very innocently at him, and 
Mr. Goon wished he could box his ears. Fatty 
could be intensely annoying in a most polite way. 

* Well, tell me what you want,’ said Fatty. ‘I 
really must go. Buster is getting most impatient ! ° 

* Woof,’ said Buster, playing up well. 


*Now then, said Mr. Goon, putting his face JA 


" 
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near to Fatty's, who drew back at once, ‘ now then, 
what I want to know is this—that Luke was in the 
camp, wasn't he ? ' 

“Was he?’ said Fatty. ‘ Well, why ask me if 
you know where he was. Go and find him there.’ 

* Ah,’ said Mr. Goon, ‘ that's the point. He's 
not there now. One of them circus children let 
the cat out of the bag and ; 

* Let the cat out of the bag!" said Fatty, pur- 
posely misunderstanding. ‘What? Dark Queen, do 
you mean? Had they put her into a bag? Did 
you see her? Where is she now? Why did they 
put her into a bag? What d 

‘Hold your tongue, said Mr. Goon. ‘I said 
“ Jet the cat out of the bag,” not meaning anything 
about Dark Queen, as you very well know. I meant 
that this circus-kid told me she had seen Luke 
there. But when I searched the camp he'd gone.’ 

* Bad luck,' said Fatty sympathetically. 

Mr. Goon glared at him. ‘ Well, what's the 
matter with saying “bad luck," Mr. Goon?’ said 
pu in an aggrieved voice. ‘ You told me to be 
civil.’ j 

* Now, look here,’ said Mr. Goon, coming to the 
point at last, * I think you and them other children 
knows where Luke is. See? And I'm just warning 
you. If you hide him or know where he's hiding 
and don't inform the police, you'll get into Serious 
Trouble. Very Serious Trouble.’ eae 

Fatty was startled. Why did Mr. Goon suspect 
that they knew where Luke was, or were hiding him ? 

* What makes you think we'd try to hide Luke ? ° 
he said. ‘As if we could hide him without you 
knowing, Mr. Goon ! Why, a clever policeman like 


you knows everything ! ' 
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* Ah,’ said Mr. Goon. ‘I know a lot more than 
you think.’ ; 

That apparently was the end of the talk. Mr. 
Goon shut his notebook with a snap and went on 
his way. Fatty went down the lane, thinking hard. 

* Old Tupping must have popped his head over 
the wall, and either spotted Luke or thought he 
did,’ thought Fatty. ‘Blow! We don't want to 
get into trouble. But what are we to do with poor 
old Luke? Perhaps we had better give him some 
money and get him away.’ 

'The others listened to what Fatty told them. 
Bets was upset. ‘ Don't send Luke away,’ she said. 
* We might solve the mystery any time, and then 
he could go back to Lady Candling’s.’ 

* We shan't solve this mystery, said Fatty 
gloomily. ‘ We aren't so clever as we thought we 
were. I bet even Inspector Jeriks wouldn't be able 
to solve the mystery of Dark Queen.’ 

* Oooh !’ said Daisy at once, remembering how 
nice and friendly the Inspector had been in the 
Easter holidays when they had solved another 
mystery. ‘Inspector Jenks! I'd forgotten about 
him. Can't we get into touch with him and tell 
him about poor old Luke? I'm sure he wouldn't 
want to put him into prison or anything. He’d 
keep our secret all right.’ 

* Do you think he would?’ said Larry. ‘ Well, 
I'm blessed if I can see any way out of this. If old 
Clear-Orf starts searching Pip's garden he'll find 
Luke, and then maybe it will be worse for him, and 
bad for us. Let's tell the Inspector. He always 


said he would help us and be a friend to us if he 
could.’ 


* I like him,’ said Bets. 


f 


f 
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“Oh, you like nearly everyone,’ said Pip. ` 

‘Not Tupping or Clear-Orf,’ said Bets. ‘ Oh, 
do let's tell the Inspector everything. I’m sure he'll 
understand.’ 

‘T’ll telephone,’ said Fatty. The others looked 
at him respectfully. They thought it was rather 
marvellous of Fatty to offer to telephone to what Bets 
called ‘ a very, very high-up policeman.’ 

Fatty kept his word. He went back home, 
waited until no one was about to hear him, and then 
put a call through to the police-station in the nearest 
big town, where the Inspector lived. 

Very luckily for him, Inspector Jenks happened 
to be there. He came to the telephone and spoke 
pleasantly to Fatty. 

* Ah, Master Frederick Trotteville ? I hope you 
are well. Yes, yes; I well remember the most 
interesting time we had together in the Easter 
holidays, when you so kindly solved the mystery 
of the burnt cottage—very clever piece of work, . 
if I may say so. And have you solved any other 
mysteries since ? ^ ` 

* Well, sir, there is a mystery here we can't 
solve,’ said Fatty, relieved to find the Inspector so 
very friendly. ‘We simply can’t. I don’t know if 
you’ve heard of it. A very valuable cat disappeared.’ 

The Inspector appeared to think hard for a 
minute. Then his voice came again over the phone. 

* Yes; the report came in to me. I remember 
it. I believe our friend Mr. Goon is in charge of that 
particular puzzle.’ 

‘Well, he isn’t exactly a friend of ours,’ said 
Fatty honestly. ‘ But the person who is supposed 
to have done the crime zs a friend of ours. And 
that’s what I’m really ringing you up about. We’re 
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in a bit of a muddle about him. I was just wonder- 
ing if by any chance you could give us a little advice.’ 

“Very nice of you to ask me,’ said the Inspector. 
“It so happens I am coming through your village 
to-morrow. I suppose you couldn't invite me to 
tea—say a picnic tea by the river ?’ 

* Oh, yes,’ said Fatty joyfully. ‘ That would be 
simply fine. We could tell you everything then.’ 

* Then that’s settled,’ said the Inspector. ‘ I'll 
be along your lane about four o’clock. It will be 
most pleasant for us all to meet again. I hope you 
agree with me.’ 

* Oh, I do,’ said Fatty. ‘ Good-bye, sir, and 
thank you very much.’ 

Fatty put down the receiver and sped down 
the lane to Pip’s house, full of excitement. He ran 
up the drive and found the others in the garden. 

‘Well,’ said Fatty, ‘that’s all settled. The 

. Inspector is coming to tea with us to-morrow—a 
picnic tea down by the river. We'll tell him every- 
thing.’ 

* Fatty ! Is he really coming ? Did you ask him 
to tea? Oh, Fatty, how marvellous!’ cried the 
others. Fatty swelled up, full of pride and import- 
ance. 

“You want a fellow like me to arrange these 
things,’ he said. ‘ It’s nothing to me to get things 
like this done. You'd better leave everything to me.’ 

* Shut up!’ said Larry and Pip at once. But 
they could not be annoyed with Fatty’s boasting for 
long, because they were all so excited at the thought 
of seeing the big, kindly Inspector once more. Bets 
was really thrilled. She had liked him so much, 
and he had put everything right at once last time. 
Perhaps he could this time. 
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* We'll plan a fine tea,’ said Daisy. ‘ We'll tell 
our mothers who is coming with us, and they are 
sure to let us have anything we want. Even grown- 
ups seem to think that Inspectors are somebody to 
make a fuss about ! ' : 

Daisy was right. As soon as the children’s 
mothers knew that the great Inspector Jenks had 
condescended to have a picnic tea with the children, 
they provided a very fine meal. 

* Chocolate buns!’ said Daisy joyfully. ‘ And 
cucumber sandwiches. 

* Ginger biscuits and a big currant cake!” said 
Pip. ‘ What a pity old Luke can’t come too. Well, 
we'll save some for him.’ 

‘Tomato and paste sandwiches and a jam 
sponge,’ said Fatty. ‘ Golly! aren't we lucky ?’ 

he children packed up the food, and went to 
stand at the front gate to watch for the Inspector. 
Mr. Goon came riding down on his bicycle. He 
jumped off when he saw them. 
.' Id like a word with you,’ he said in his pompous 
voice. 

‘Sorry,’ said Larry, ‘ but we're on our way to a 
picnic. I bet you’d like to come—it’s going to be a 
gorgeous one.’ 

*We've got chocolate buns and currant cake 


_ and a jam sponge, and... ' began Bets. 


Mr. Goon looked in astonishment at all the food. 
“You going to eat all that yourselves?’ he said 
suspiciously. Fatty guessed that he thought they 
were going to take some to Luke. He grinned. 

* Oh, no,’ said Fatty. ‘ The food is for somebody 
else besides ourselves, Mr. Goon. We shan't 
tell you who. That would be giving away a 
d 
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* Hmmmm ! ' said Mr. Goon, feeling more and 
more suspicious. ‘ Where are you going for your 
picnic ? ' 

* Down by the river,' said Bets. Mr. Goon got 
on his bicycle and rode away, thinking hard. Fatty 
chuckled. 

* He thinks we're taking this food to Luke in 
some hiding-place somewhere, he said. ‘He 
doesn’t know we're having a picnic with the 
Inspector. I say, wouldn't it be perfectly marvellous 
if he tried to follow us and pounced on us to see if 
we really had got Luke with us—and all the time it 
was Inspector Jenks ? ' 

“Yes, marvellous,’ said Daisy. ‘Oh, look, 
here's the Inspector ! ? 

It was. He drove up in a very smart black 
police car, parked it in Pip's garage, and then shook 
hands solemnly all round. $ 

* Very, very pleased to meet you all again,’ he said, 
with his beaming smile. * Let me see, what did you 
call yourselves—the Five Find-Outers and Dog. 
Ah yes! and here's the dog. A very, very nice 
little fellow, if I may say so.’ 

‘They all went down the lane to the river, Bets 
: hanging on to his arm. The Inspector was a tall, 
burly man, with twinkling eyes, a smiling mouth, 
and a very clever face. He looked very fine indeed 
in his uniform. Bets chattered to him, telling him all 
the good things they had got for tea. 

* We'll have our meal straight away, shall we ? ? 
said the Inspector. ' You are making my mouth 
water. Now, where shall we sit ? ' 
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CHAPTER XV 
MR. GOON HAS A BAD TIME 


THEY found a nice sheltered place close to the 
water. Behind them rose an overhanging bank with 
trees. No one could see them there. It was a good 
place to talk. 

They said nothing about their difficulties at 
first. They all ate hungrily, and the Inspector 
enjoyed his tea just as much as anyone else. Buster 
adored him, lay on his knee and licked up every 
: crumb that fell from his fingers. It was a very 
happy party. 

“Well, now,’ said the Inspector, when the meal 
was finished and there was very little left—' Well, 
now, what about a little business ? I've looked up 
the report of the case you told me about, so I know 
all the details. But I should very much like to hear 
what you have to say. You tell me that this boy, 
Luke, is a friend of yours ? ' 

The children began to talk eagerly, telling 
Inspector Jenks all that they knew, but they did not 
tell him about the false clues they had laid for 
Tupping and Clear-Orf. Nobody quite liked to tell 
him that. 

Then they came to where they had talked to Luke 
at the circus, and how he had come to them one night. 

* And ever since then we've fed Luke and let 
him sleep in the summer-house,' said Pip. ' But 
now we think Clear-Orf—Mr. Goon, I mean— 
has guessed we're hiding him, and we're afraid if 
we go on doing it we may get him and ourselves 
into trouble. 
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“Very wise of you to come to me,’ said the 
Inspector. ‘Yes; you mustn't hide Luke, that is 
certain. For one thing it tells against Luke if he 
runs away and hides. That is never a good thing 
to do. But he won't be put into prison, don't be 
afraid of that. For one thing, he 1s only fifteen— 
and for another thing, we don't put people into 
prison unless it is really proved that they have 
committed a crime. And it is by no means proved 
that Luke stole the cat, although I admit that things 
do look very black against him. I am sure you agree 
with me ? ' 

“Yes. We think they do too,’ said Fatty. ‘ It 
has puzzled us very much. Because, you see, 
Inspector, we know and like Luke, and we don’t 
see how a boy like him could have done such a 
thing. He's a bit simple, and always scared of 
grown-ups and what they'll do to him. And he's 
very kind. But Mr. Goon and Mr. Tupping are 
both quite sure he did it.’ 

* Well, I would advise Luke to come out of 
hiding and go back to his job,' said the Inspector. 
* Er—I don't see that he need say anything about 
where he has been, or who has hidden him. No 
need for that at all.’ 

* He'll have to go back to his stepfather,’ said 
Bets, ‘and oh, Inspector Jenks, he's got such a 
cruel stepfather. He'll beat him.’ 

* No, he won't,’ said the Inspector. ‘I shall have 
a word with him. I think you'll find that he'll let 
Luke severely alone. In the meantime, I will look 
more carefully into this mystery and see if I can 
get a little light shed on it. It certainly sounds most 
interesting now that I have heard all you have told 
me.’ 
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“You are a nice Inspector, said Bets, putting 
her hand into his. ‘I hope, if ever I do anything 
very wrong, that it will be you who catches me and 
no one else ! ' 

Everyone laughed. ‘I don't expect you will 
ever do anything wrong, Bets,’ said the Inspector, 
smiling down into Bets’ earnest little face. ‘I shall 
be most astonished if you do.’ 

* What's up with Buster?" said Fatty at that 
moment. Buster had left the little company and 
could be heard barking madly at the top of the 
bank. Then a voice came to their ears. 

* Call this dog orf! Get him under control, 
or I'll report him ! ' 

“It’s old Clear-Orf!’ whispered Daisy glee- 
fully. ‘ He’s tracked us after all! I bet he thinks 
we've got Luke down here! Old Buster must have 
heard him creeping up and gone and barked at him ! ’ 

‘Hie you! Will you call this dog orf of me!’ 
came Mr. Goon’s angry voice. Fatty went up the 
bank and through the overhanging bushes, and stood 
on the top, looking at a very angry Mr. Goon. 

‘Ho! I knew you were down there,’ said 
Mr. Goon. * Yes, and I know who you've got with 
you too !’ 

‘Then I wonder you’re not a bit more polite 
about it,’ said Fatty in a smooth voice. 

‘ Polite about it! Why should I be?" said 
Mr. Goon. ‘ Ah, I’ve caught you properly, I have 
—harbouring someone who's done a crime ! You've 
gone too far this time, you have. You call this dog 
orf, and let me go down the bank and get my hands 
on you-know-who.’ 

Fatty gave a chuckle. He called Buster off and 
held him by the collar, standing politely aside whilst 
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Mr. Goon pushed his way through the bushes, and 
then jumped down beside the water, expecting to 
find four frightened children and a very scared Luke. 

Instead, to his awful horror and amazement, he 
found his Inspector! Mr. Goon simply could not 
believe his eyes. They always bulged out, but now 
they looked as if they were going to drop out. He 
stood and stared at Inspector Jenks and could not 
utter a word. 

* Good afternoon, Goon,’ said the Inspector. 

* G-g-g-g-g-g,' began Goon, and then swallowed 
hastily. ‘ G-g-g-g-good afternoon, sir, I d-d-d- 
didn't expect to see you here.’ 

*I thought I heard you say you wanted to get 
your hands on me,’ said the Inspector. Goon 
swallowed hard again, loosened his collar with his 
finger, and then tried to smile. 

“You will have your joke, sir, he said in a 
rather trembling voice. * I—er—I—expected to find 
somebody else. It’s—it’s a great surprise to see 
you here, sir.’ 

* Well, these children have paid me the honour 


of consulting me about this little affair of the stolen . 


cat, said the Inspector. ‘Sit down, Goon. It 
would be good to hear your version of the business. 
I suppose you haven't got very far with the case ? ' 

“Well, sir—I've got a lot of clues, sir,’ said Mr. 
Goon eagerly, hoping to alter the Inspector's opinion 
of him. ‘Pd like your advice on them, sir, now 
you're here, sir.' 

He took a white envelope from his pocket and 
opened it. Out came the two cigar-ends, the blue 
button, the half hair-ribbon, the peppermint drop, 
and the brown shoe-lace. The Inspector stared at 
them in considerable astonishment. 
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* Are all these clues ? ' he asked at last. 

* Yes, sir, said Goon. ‘ Found in the place where 
the crime was committed, sir. In the cat-house itself.’ 

* Did you really find all these things in the cat- 
house ? said the Inspector, looking at everything 
as if he really could not believe they were there. 
* Was this peppermint drop there, Goon ? ' 

‘Yes, sir, everything. Never found so many 
clues in my life before, sir,’ said Goon, pleased to 
see the Inspector's surprise. 

‘Neither have I,’ said the Inspector. He 
glanced round; at the five children. They were 
horrified at seeing Goon show the false clues to 
Inspector Jenks. A very small twinkle came into 
the Inspector’s eyes. 

* Well, Goon,’ said the Inspector, ‘ you are much 
to be congratulated on discovering so many clues. 
SR suppose you children haven't discovered any 
too ?" 

Fatty pulled out the envelope in which he had 
put duplicates of the same things that Goon had 
ound. He undid the envelope solemnly and slowly. 
Bets wanted to giggle, but she didn’t dare to. 

, . * I don't know if you'd call these clues, sir,’ said 
Fatty. ‘Probably not. We don't think they are, 
sir, either.’ 

To Goon’s open-mouthed astonishment Fatty 
proceeded to take from the envelope complete 
duplicates of the clues that Goon had taken out of 
his own envelope. 

First came the peppermint drop. ' One pepper- 
mint drop, said Fatty solemnly. Then came the 
hair-ribbon. 

‘Half of somebody’s hair-ribbon,' said Fatty. 
Daisy gave a squeal of laughter. 
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“One brown shoe-lace,’ said Fatty, and pulled 
that out too. Then came the blue button. ‘ One 
blue button—and—er—1wo cigar-ends ! ’ Y 

“Two!” said Goon faintly. * What's all this? 
"There's somethink funny about all this.’ "e 

* It is certainly peculiar, to say the least of it, 
said the Inspector. ‘I am sure you children all 
agree with me ? ' f 

The children said nothing. They really did not 
know what to say. Even Fatty said nothing, though in 
his heart he applauded Inspector Jenks very loudly 
for guessing everything and giving away nothing ! 

‘ Well said Inspector Jenks, ‘ suppose you 
replace all these various clues in their envelopes. 
I hardly feel they are going to help us a great deal, 
but perhaps you think otherwise, Goon ? ° 

“No, sir,’ said poor Goon, his face purple with 
rage, astonishment, and shock. To think that his 
wonderful clues were the same as the children's— 
whatever did it mean? Poor Goon! The meaning 
did eventually dawn on him, but not until he was 
in bed that night. Then he could do nothing about 
it; for he knew he would never dare to reopen the 
matter of his clues again, with Inspector Jenks on 
the children's side. 

‘And now, Goon,’ said the Inspector, in a 
businesslike tone, ‘ I propose that we go to this boy 
Luke and tell him to come out of his hiding-place 
and face up to things. We can’t have him hiding 
away for weeks.’ 

Mr. Goon’s mouth fell open for the third or 
fourth time that afternoon. Find Luke? Go to his 
hiding-place ? What in the world did the Inspector 
know about all that? He gave the children a glare. 
Interfering busybodies! Now, with the Inspector 
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at his elbow he wouldn't even be able to scare the 
life out of that boy Luke when he found him, as 
he would dearly like to do. 

* Just as you say, sir,' he said to the Inspector, 
and rose ponderously from the ground. 

‘Come along,’ said Inspector Jenks to the 
children. ‘ We'll go and have a word—a kind word 
—with poor old hunted Luke.’ 


CHAPTER XVI 
A GREAT SURPRISE 


THE Inspector led the way over the field and up 
the lane, with Bets hanging on to his arm. Goon 
came last of all, with Buster hopefully sniffing round 
his heels. Poor Goon did not even like to say 
“Clear orf!’ to Buster, he was so subdued. 

Somehow the children had not thought that the 
Inspector would have insisted on Luke's coming 
out from his hiding-place and going back to his job. 
They wondered what Luke himself would have to 
say about it. 

They all went up the lane. Fatty tried to hold 
a cheerful conversation with Mr. Goon, but the 
policeman only scowled at him behind Inspector 
Jenks’ broad back. 

© The river's a very nice place for a picnic, don’t 
you think so, Mr. Goon ? ° asked Fatty cheerfully. 
*I wonder you don't go there sometimes on your 
days off. Or don't you ever have a day off ?" 

Mr. Goon made some sort of answering noise, 
giving Fatty a look that should have burnt him up, 
but didn't. 
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‘ It’s funny we found the same clues as you did, 
isn’t it, Mr. Goon ? " said Fatty, still in the same 
innocent voice. Daisy exploded into a laugh. Mr. 
Goon made another noise, and his eyes bulged out 
a little more. 4 

* He'll have a heart attack or a fit or something 
if you say any more, Fatty,’ said Larry in a low voice. 

Fatty grinned. He said no more, but watched 
Buster with great approval. The little Scottie was 
getting under poor Mr. Goon’s feet in a most 
annoying manner. 

“In here,’ said Pip, when they reached his gate. 
They all went up the drive and into the garden. 
Then Pip stopped and looked at the Inspector. 

* Should I just go up and explain to Luke that 
you say he's to come out and go back to his job?’ 
he said. ‘ You can't think how scared he is.’ 

“I think that's a good idea,’ said Inspector 
Jenks, ‘ but I think the one to see him and talk to 
him should be me. Now, don’t you worry. I know 
how to treat boys like Luke.’ 

Mr. Goon scowled again. He knew best how to 
handle young scoundrels like Luke. The Inspector 
was too soft for words. Always giving people a 
chance! Never believing things till they were 
proved! Why, it stuck out a mile that Luke had 
stolen that cat. 

But Goon could not say what he thought. So 
he sat down on a nearby seat and began to write 
in his notebook, taking no notice of the children at 
all. Inspector Jenks went with Pip up the garden 
to the summer-house. But Luke was not there. 

* Oh, there he is, look,' said Pip, pointing to 
where Luke was busy hoeing the kitchen-garden. 
* He says he just can't sit and do nothing, Inspector, 
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and he thinks if he does a bit of weeding for us, it is 
a small way of returning a kindness.’ 

* A nice thought, if I may say so,’ murmured 
the Inspector, watching Luke at his work, taking in 
the boy from head to foot. He turned to Pip. 

* Just give him a call, tell him I’m a friend, and 
then leave us, please,’ he said. 

‘Hey, Luke!’ yelled Pip. ‘Ive brought a 
peod friend of ours to see you. Come and talk to 

im.’ 

Luke turned—and saw the big Inspector in his 
blue uniform. He went white, and seemed as if 
he was rooted to the ground. 

* I didn't steal no cat,’ he said at last, staring at 
the Inspector. 

* Well, suppose you tell me all about it,’ said 
Inspector Jenks. ‘ We'll go and sit in the summer- 
house.’ 

He took Luke firmly by the arm and led him to 
the summer-house, where the children had so often 
talked over the mystery of Dark Queen’s disappear- 
ance. Luke was trembling. Pip gave him a com- 
forting grin, and then ran back down the garden 
to the others. l 

Mr. Goon looked up from his notebook. ‘ Ho!’ 
he said, ‘so that’s where you hid him—up at the 
top of your garden, is it? And why didn’t you tell 
me that, instead of the Inspector ? Always trying 
to put me in the wrong, you are I^ 

* Oh, Mr. Goon! We couldn't do that, could 
we?’ said Fatty. ‘I shouldn't ever have thought 
you could have been put into the wrong. Not a 
clever policeman like you.’ 

* I've had enough of you this afternoon, I have,’ 
said Mr. Goon in a threatening voice. ‘ Always 
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cheeking me! Right-down bad boy you are. I 
know what I'd do with you if I were your father ! ' 

‘Have a peppermint drop, Mr. Goon?” said 
Fatty, holding out the peppermint drop from his 
white envelope. ‘ We shan’t want these clues any 
more, I suppose. So we might as well eat the 
peppermints.’ i à 

Mr. Goon made a disgusted noise and said no 
more. It simply wasn't any use at all talking to 
Fatty. He could always go one better than anyone 
else! Larry thought he must be very trying indeed 
to his teachers at school. 

The children all wondered how Luke was getting 
on with the Inspector. They seemed to be a very 
long time together. But at last footsteps were 
heard coming down the gravel path. 

Mr. Goon shut his notebook and stood up. All 
the children looked to see if Luke was with the 
Inspector. 

He was, and he looked quite cheerful too! 
'The Inspector was smiling his usual twinkling 
smile. Bets ran to him. 

“Is Luke going to come out of hiding? What 
is he going to do ? ° 

* Well, I am pleased to say that Luke agrees 
with me that it would be better to go back to his 
job than to hide here any longer,’ said the Inspector. 

“But what about his unkind stepfather ?’ said 
Daisy, who couldn't bear the thought of Luke 
being beaten any more. 

* Ah l’ said the Inspector, * I must arrange about 
that. I had meant to have a word with him myself 
—but the time is getting on. He looked at his 
watch. ‘Hm, yes, I must be getting back. Goon, 
you must go down to Luke's stepfather at once, and 
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inform him that the boy is not to be ill-treated. 
You must also go to Mr. Tupping, who, I under- 
stand, is the gardener next door, and inform him 
that Luke is to be taken back, with Lady Candling's 
permission, and is to be given a chance in the garden 
again.’ 

Mr. Goon looked very taken aback. After 
encouraging both the boy’s stepfather and Mr. 
Tupping to treat the boy sternly and hardly, it 
was scarcely a pleasant job for him to do. Fatty 
looked sharply at the Inspector. 

‘I bet he’s making Goon do that to punish 
him for frightening a young boy,’ thought Fatty. 
Inspector Jenks fastened his eyes on Mr. Goon. 

* You have understood my orders, Goon?’ he 
said in a voice that sounded quite pleasant and yet 
had a very hard note in it. Mr. Goon nodded hastily. 

* Yes, sir, perfectly, sir, he said. ‘Pll go to 
the boy's stepfather now, sir. Name of Brown. 
And I'll make it my business to see Mr. Tupping 
too, sir.’ 

* Naturally, if any complaints are made to me of 
ill-treatment, I shall hold you responsible, Goon,’ 
said Inspector Jenks. ‘But I imagine you will 
impress it carefully on these two men that the orders 
are mine, and that one of your duties is to see that 
my orders are carefully carried out. I am sure you 
agree with me in this, Goon ?’” 

* Oh yes, sir, of course, sir,’ said Mr. Goon. 
* And—er—about the stolen cat, sir. About the 
case, I mean. Are we to drop the case, sir—not 
make any more enquiries, I mean.’ 

* Well, you might study those clues of yours and 
see if they shed any light on the case,' said the 
Inspector gravely, with a wicked twinkle in his eye. 


4 
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Mr. Goon did not answer. The Inspector 
turned to the children, and gravely shook hands with 
them all. 

“It’s been splendid to see the Five Find-Outers 
—and Dog—again,’he said. ‘Good-bye—and thanks 
for a wonderful tea—the nicest I've had for weeks, 
if I may say so.’ 

The: Inspector got out his shiny black car. He 
roared down the drive, waving to the children. He 
was gone. 

“I’m going to see Mr. Tupping,’ said Mr. Goon, 
with a scowl at the children and Luke. ‘ But don't 
you think this case is all closed and forgotten. It 
isn't. I’m still working on it, even if the Inspector 
don't pay much attention to it. And I'll get the 
thief all right in the end—you see if I don’t!’ 

He gave Luke such a nasty look that the boy 
knew quite well he was still suspected. He watched 
Mr. Goon go down the drive on his way to see 
Tupping. 

The children crowded round him. ‘ Luke, did 
you like our Inspector? Luke, what did he say 
to you? Tell us everything ! ’ 

. .He was mighty nice,’ said Luke. ‘Not a bit 
like that Mr. Goon—all threats and shouts. But 
how did I ever come to promise I would go back to 
my job—and go back to live with my stepfather, 
too? I wish I hadn't promised that. I’m frit.’ 

This was a new word to the children. Bets 
stared at Luke. 

* What's “ frit ” ? ° she asked. 

. Well—I'm frit,’ repeated Luke. ‘Real frit. 
Frit of Mr. Tupping and Mr. Goon, and my step- 
father too.’ : 

“He means he's frightened,’ said F atty. * What 
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a lovely word—frit! I shall always say that now. 
Frit |’ 

* I'm often frit,’ said Bets. ‘ I was frit the other 
night when I had a bad dream. I was frit to-day 
when old Clear-Orf stopped to speak to us.’ j 

* And poor Luke is frit, too,’ said Daisy, looking 
at the big boy, with his untidy hair hanging over his 
brown forehead. ‘What are we to do about it? 
How can we stop him being frit ? ° 

< If only we could find that cat,’ said Pip. ‘ Then 
Luke wouldn’t need to be frit of anyone. He’s only 
frit because he thinks they all suspect him of stealing 
it. I'd be frit, too, if I thought something like that.? 

There came a sound from the bushes nearby. 
Buster pricked up his ears, gave a loud bark and 
flung himself into the bushes. There was a terrific 
scrimmage, and then something leapt wildly up a 
tree. The children went to see what the matter was. 

They all had a tremendous surprise. Staring 
down at them from the tree was a beautiful Siamese 
cat! There was no mistaking its brilliant blue eyes 
and chocolate-and-cream colouring. But it was Luke 
who gave them the biggest surprise of all, 

“It’s Dark Queen!’ he shouted. * Can't you 
see the ring of creamy hairs in her tail? I tell you, 
it’s Dark Queen come back! Oh, what a queer thing!’ 

All the children at once saw the ring of light 
hairs in Dark Queen’s swinging tail. The lovely 
Siamese swung it to and fro in anger as she watched 
Buster jumping up and down below. 

* Take Buster away, Fatty,' said Larry in excite- 
ment. ‘ Shut him up in a shed, or something. He'll 
scare Dark Queen and she'll run away—and poor 
old Luke will probably get the blame again, if old 
Goon has anything to do with it ! ° 
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Buster was shut up in a shed, much to his indigna- 
tion. He nearly tore the door down in his eagerness 
to escape. Dark Queen quietened down when Fatty 
led the dog away. She sat up there in the tree, 
purring. 

* She's thin,' said Daisy. 

‘And look how ‘muddy she is,’ said Larry. 
* Her coat is dirty and tangled. Let's take her to 
Miss Harmer. What a surprise she will have ! ' 


CHAPTER XVII 
LUKE HAS A BETTER TIME 


DARK QUEEN allowed Daisy to lift her gently 
down from the tree. Then the five of them made 
their way with Luke down the drive, and into the 
garden next door. 

They went to the cat-house, and on the way 
they met Lady Candling. She cried out in surprise 
when she saw a cat in Daisy's arms. 

* You mustn't take my cats out of their house ! : 
Did Miss Harmer let you ? ' 

* Its Dark Queen | ' said Larry. ‘ She suddenly 
appeared in Pip's garden just now, Lady Candling ! 
Isn't it marvellous! Won't Miss Harmer be 
pleased ? ? 

* Good gracious!' said Lady Candling, most 
astonished. She glanced at Dark Queen's tail and 
saw the little ring of light hairs that grew there. 
* Yes—it's my beautiful Dark Queen. Wherever 
has she been? She looks thin and half-starved.’ 

‘Isn’t it a pity she can’t talk, then she could 
tell us,’ said Bets, stroking the purring cat. ‘ Lady 
2 9 
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Candling, here's Luke, too. "We've been hiding 
him, because we were sorry for him. You'll take 
him back, won't you ? ° 

“Of course, said Lady Candling. ‘ Inspector 
Jenks has just been telephoning to me. Well, 
Luke, you can certainly come back freely now, can't 
you—for here is Dark Queen, returned in safety ! ° 

* We're just taking her to Miss Harmer,’ said 
Larry. ‘ Won't she be pleased ? ’ 

‘ PII come with you,’ said Lady Candling. ‘ Oh, 
there is Miss Trimble. Miss Trimble, what do 
you think has happened? Dark Queen has come 
back ! ’ : 

“Good gracious me!’ said Miss Trimble, 
trotting up in excitement, her glasses falling off at 
nne “Where did she come from? Who brought 
her?" 

The children told her, and Miss Trimble 
listened in surprise, putting on her glasses again. 
Bets began to count how many times they fell off. 

They all went to the cat-house. Miss Harmer 
was there, petting one or two of the cats, for she 
was very fond of them. When she saw Dark Queen 
in Daisy’s arms she was so astonished that she 
couldn’t say a word. She held out her arms and 
Dark Queen, with one graceful bound, was into 
them. The cat snuggled up to Miss Harmer, 


Toad her with its head, and purring deeply and 


* Well ! * said Miss Harmer in delight. * Where 


did you come from, Dark Queen ? Oh, how glad 
I am to have you back !? 
Everyone told her at once how Dark Queen had 


suddenly appeared. Miss Harmer took a good look 
at the cat, 
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* She's thin,’ she said. ‘ And her coat is rough 
and full of those little burrs you find stuck to your 
stockings when you go out in the fields now. I 
think she must have escaped from whoever had her, 
and made her way home—for miles probably— ` 
through the fields and woods.’ 

* Cats are clever in that way, aren't they ? ° said 


„Fatty. ‘Poor old Dark Queen—I guess you are 


glad to be back again.’ 

At that moment Mr. Tupping came into sight 
with Mr. Goon. The policeman had evidently been 
telling him about the Inspector and his orders, 
and Tupping’s voice was very sour. He gave Luke 
a scowl, and then saw Dark Queen. Mn 

‘It’s Dark Queen!’ said Bets. ' She's come 
back. Aren't you glad, Mr. Tupping? Now she's 
not stolen any more ! ' : 

Mr. Tupping seemed as if he could not believe 
his eyes. He kept looking at Dark Queen in amaze- 
ment, and he twisted her tail round to make sure 
she had the little ring of creamy hairs there. As 
for Goon, his mouth fell open, and his eyes bulged 
more than ever. 

His notebook came out, and the policeman 
began to write slowly in it. ' Have to make a report 
of this here re-appearance to the Inspector, he 
said importantly. ‘Pd like some details. "Were 
you here, Lady Candling, when the cat returned ? ” 

Once more the children. retold the story of 
Dark Queen's re-appearance, and Goon wrote 
busily in his black notebook. "Tupping was the 
only person who showed no signs at all of being 
pleased about the cat coming back. He glared at 
the cat as if it had thoroughly displeased him. 

‘Oh, Tupping, before you go, I want to say 
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that Inspector Jenks and I have had a talk about 
Luke,’ said Lady Candling in her low, clear voice. 
* And he is to start work here again to-morrow. 
Those are my wishes as, no doubt, Mr. Goon too 
has told you. I hope that I shall have no fault to 
find with your treatment of Luke.’ 

* Well, your Ladyship, if you and the Inspector 
want to have a boy like that in your employ...’ 
began Tupping in an uncivil tone. Lady Candling 
cut him short. 

“I don’t want to discuss the matter with you, 
Tupping. I have told you my wishes. That should 
be enough.’ 

Lady Candling walked off, and Miss Trimble 
followed her, her glasses falling off with the thrill 
of hearing Tupping ticked off. 

“I wish 7 could speak to people like that,’ said 
Fatty, with a side glance at Tupping. ‘ People who 
deserved it, I mean, of course,’ 

“Now, you clear orf,’ said Mr. Goon, seeing 
that Tupping was rapidly going purple in the face. 

“I want to look for more clues,’ said Fatty . 
wickedly. ‘ You know, there might be a pear-drop 
left about, or a toffee, or something. By the way, 
Mr. Goon, have you eaten your Peppermint drop yet ? ? 

Now it was Mr. Goon's turn to go purple in 
the face. The children squealed with 


laughter and 
ran for the wall. They didn't know how Fat 


thought of such things to say, or how he dared to ' 
say them. 

They clambered over the wall and dropped down 
to the other side. Fatty went to let a very angry 
Buster out of the shed. 

Then Bets’ bed-time bell rang. The little girl 
gave a groan. ‘Oh, blow! That bell always rings 
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just when I don't want it to. Haven't we had an 
exciting time to-day ? ' 

* I should jolly well think so,’ said Pip. ' Tea 
with the Inspector—Luke made to come out of his 
hiding-place—Dark Queen coming back—goodness, 
there's no mystery left to solve now, is there ? ? 

* Well, we still don't know who did steal Dark 
Queen, said Larry. ‘I wonder if she could have 
escaped by herself, somehow—and Luke didn't 
notice that she slipped off. Maybe the cage-door 
wasn't locked, and she pushed it open—or something 
like that.' 

‘I don't think that's at all possible,’ said Fatty. 
‘But we may as well think that. Anyway, we've 
been a failure at solving the mystery, so we'll pretend 
there wasn't one! Dark Queen just escaped by 
herself, and then came back when she was tired of 
being loose.’ 

But nobody really believed that, of course. 
They were all very disappointed that they, the Five 
Find-Outers, hadn’t been able to solve the next-door 
mystery. 

Luke went back to his stepfather that night. 
He was not beaten, nor was he grumbled at. Evi- 
dently Mr. Goon had made it quite clear that Luke 
was not to be molested in any way. The stepfather 
said nothing to the boy at all. His meal was placed 
before him, and he ate it, washing up the dishes 
afterwards. 

Luke went back to his work the next morning. 
He still felt very much afraid of Mr. Tupping, but 
that gentleman did not go for him as he usually 
did. Plainly, what the Inspector said had to be 
. taken notice of ! Lady Candling's orders could not 
lightly be disobeyed either. Tupping had a very 
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good job, and he knew it. He did not want to lose 
it in a hurry. 

Luke was very glad that Dark Queen had come 
back. Now he felt somehow that things were all 
right again. He worked very hard, and the children 
heard his cheerful whistle every now and again 
as he wheeled his barrow up and down the garden. 

They climbed over the wall to see him as he 
worked. He was forking over a bed. 

“Hallo, Luke, said Bets. ‘Is it nice to be 
back at work ? ° 

Luke nodded. ‘ It is that,’ he said. * I'm not 
one for lazing around. Well, I never thanked you 
children properly for hiding me and feeding me 

` like you did; but you know I'm grateful, though 
I can't talk easily, like you do.’ 

* That’s all right, Luke,’ said Larry. * We were 
glad to help you.’ 

“Vl make you all whistles, if you like,’ said 
Luke. ‘Fine ones. Not tiddley little ones like I 
made for Bets. Proper big ones, and I'll paint 
them up for you, see ?? 

* Oh, thanks very much,' said Pip, pleased. 
* I think your whistles are lovely. You will be busy 
if you make us each one !' 

Luke was busy, and very happy too. 
good to carve out 
friends. He wished 
Buster too. 


He was much happier now. His stepfather did 
not beat him, and Mr. Tupping no longer boxed 
his ears, though he still shouted at him. Sometimes 
Lady Candling gave him a kind word, and the 
children were always ready to talk to him, or go 
out with him when he was off-duty. 


| It was 
whistles for his five faithful 


he could make Something for 
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Things went on very peacefully and ha ily. 
The days slipped by. The children vied AB 
in each other’s gardens, and Buster hunted rabbits 
in both. They went for picnics, they went for 
bike-rides, they bathed in the river. 

* It seems quite a time ago now since we thought 
we had another mystery to solve,’ said Fatty one 
day. ‘ We were silly to think it was a mystery, I 
suppose— just a cat that disappeared, and we didn't 
know how.. There was probably quite a simple 
explanation of it really.’ 

©All the same, I wish we could solve a mystery 
these hols,’ said Bets. ' It’s not much good being a 
Find-Outer if you don’t find out something. I wish 
something else would happen.’ 

‘Things never do, when you wish them to,’ 
said Fatty wisely. : 

But for once he was wrong. Something did 
happen, something that made the Five Find-Outers 
sit up and take notice at once. Dark Queen dis- 
appeared all over again ! 


CHAPTER XVIII 
THE SECOND DISAPPEARANCE 


IT was Luke who told the children. He came 
over the wall about half-past five in the afternoon, 
looking so white and scared that the children 
thought he must have had a beating from Tupping 
or something. ; 

* What's the matter ? ' said Daisy. 

‘Dark Queen's gone again,’ said Luke. “Yes; and 
gone under my very nose too, Just like the last time !” 
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* Whatever do you mean ? ' said Fatty, surprised. 
*Sitdown. Tellus properly. This is extraordinary." 

* Well,’ said Luke, sitting down on the grass 
beside the children, *just listen to this. I was 
rolling the paths round and about the cat-house 
this afternoon—you know what a lot of rain we had 
last night, and I always roll the paths after rain. 
Well, I rolled them paths up and down, up and down, 
and whilst I was doing that someone stole Dark 
Queen, like I told you, under my very nose. AndI 
never saw no one!’ : 

* How do you know she's gone ? ' said Larry. 

“Well, Miss Harmer had the day off, said 
Luke. ' She went at ten, and she came back about 
ten minutes ago. And as soon as she went into the 
cage she gave a squeal, and said Dark Queen wasn't 
there ! ' 

' Gracious!’ said everyone. ‘Did you look 
and see too, Luke ? ' 

‘ That I did,’ said Luke. 
the other cats. No Dark Qu 
nose she went !’ 

* How do you know she went whilst you were 
at work on the paths nearby ?' said Fatty. ‘ She 
might have gone before.’ 

“No, she didn’t,’ said Luke. ‘You see, Lady 
Candling always visits the cages now, just before 
three o'clock, and she and Miss Harmer talk about 
the cats together. Well, Lady Candling saw the 
As as usual at three o’clock, and Dark Queen was 

ere. 

. ' You said Miss Harmer was out for the day,’ 
said Fatty. * So she didn’t see Dark Queen.’ 

. No, she didn't, of course,’ said Luke. * Tup- 
Ping took her ladyship to the cats to-day. He 


* But there were only 
een. Under my very 
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always does when Miss Harmer is out now, and she 
gives him any orders to pass on to Miss Harmer. 
I was there when Lady Candling and Tupping 
were looking at the cats, and I heard Tupping say, 
** "There's Dark Queen at the back, your Ladyship— 
you can see the light hairs in her tail." So she was 
there, then, at three o'clock." 

* And do you mean to say that since three o'clock 
you have been near the cages, and never left them— 
till Miss Harmer came back just now and found 
Dark Queen gone?’ said Larry. Luke nodded. 

‘And you know what's going to be said,’ he 
muttered. ‘I'll be accused again. I was the only 
one there last time, and I was the only one there 
this time. But I didn’t touch Dark Queen.’ 

“How did Miss Harmer find out that Dark 
Queen was gone?’ asked Fatty, who was taking 
a very close interest in all that Luke said. 

“Well, she came back, and Tupping met her 
and said he thought one of the cats wasn’t very 
well,’ said Luke. ‘So, under my very eyes, he 
went into the cage, whilst Miss Harmer was coming 
along, and got the cat he said wasn’t well ; and then 
Miss Harmer joined him, and almost at once 
squealed out that Dark Queen was gone.’ 

* Could Tupping have let her loose just in that 
moment ? ’ asked Larry. 

“No,’ said Luke. ‘I couldn't see Tupping in 
the cage, but I could see the door quite well, and 
nothing came out. In fact, it was shut tight.’ 

Everyone was silent. It did seem a most extra- 
ordinary thing that Dark Queen should have gone 
again, under Luke's very nose. How unlucky for 
Luke that he should have been the only one Working 
near the, cages again ! 
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* Was it your own idea to roll the paths near the 
cat-house ? ’ asked Fatty. 

‘ Oh no,’ said Luke. ‘I don't do things on my 
own. Tupping gives me his orders every day. And 
he told me to spend the afternoon rolling the paths 
there.’ 

* Last time you were on the spot all the time,’ 
said Pip. ' And this time you were too. And last 
time Miss Harmer was out for the day. And this 
time she was too. And last time it was Tupping 
who went into the cage with the cats, and this 
time it was too—when it was found that Dark 
Queen had disappeared, I mean. Last time he 
went in with Goon—this time he went in with Miss 
Harmer. There are a lot of things exactly the same. 
It’s all very, very odd.’ 

“Well, I didn’t take the cat last time, and I 
didn’t this time either,’ said Luke. *I know I 
didn't. I'd have remembered it if I had, wouldn't 
I? I mean, I’m not going daft, am 1? I couldn't 
have let the cat out, and not remembered it after- 
wards, could I ? ' 

* We never thought of that,’ said Daisy. * People 
do do things like that sometimes, of course, and 
forget all about them afterwards. But I shouldn't 
think for a moment that you do, Luke.’ 

“This is more of a mystery than ever,’ said 
Fatty, and he got up. ‘I’m off over the wall to 
snoop round a bit. Do you remember what we 
found in the cage last time ? One of Luke’s whistles. 
Well, as everything seems to be more or less the 
same this time, I bet there’ll be one of Luke’s 
whistles there again ! ? 

“Don’t be silly!’ said Daisy. ‘It’s just an 
accident that some of the things are the same.’ 
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‘ All right,’ said Fatty. ‘But look here, if I 
do find one of Luke's whistles in the cage, we've got 
to realize that that won't be an accident. That will 
be put there on purpose! Well —Ull go and see.’ 

Everyone wanted to come, of course. So they 
all clambered over the wall, Luke too. The boy 
was upset and ‘frit, and he did not want to be 
left alone. Only Buster was left on the wrong side 
of the wall, tied up to a tree. He barked frantically 
and almost strangled himself trying to get free, but 
he couldn’t. 

The five children came to the cat-house. 
No one was there. upping and Miss Harmer had 
gone to report the matter to Lady Candling. Only 
the cats looked at the children, their blue eyes 
gleaming. Bets counted them. There were seven. 

‘ Look,’ said Fatty, pointing into the cage. 
“One of Luke’s whistles again |’ 

It was quite true—there was one of Luke's 
beautifully-made whistles lying on the floor. Luke 
stared at it in amazement. Then he went to feel 
in his coat, which was hanging on a tree nearby. 

“It must have been taken from my pocket,’ 
he said. ‘TI had it in there, ready to finish. It was 
for Pip. And someone must have taken it.’ 

“And put it on the floor of the cage so that 
you'd be suspected again!’ said Fatty grimly. 
He stared at the whistle on the floor, ] 

* Can't we get it out again,” said Daisy. ‘ Like 
we did last time ?" f 

“I don't expect there would be time,’ said Fatty. 
* Look around for some other clues—quick.’ 

The children began to hunt around. Bets put 
her nose to the cage and sniffed hard. __ 

*'l'here's the same smell as I smelt last time,’ 
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she said. ‘ What did you say it was, Fatty? Oh 
yes, you said turpentine. - ; 

Fatty pressed his nose to the wire and sniffed. 
‘ Yes, it’s turps,' he said, puzzled. ‘Golly! this 
is very queer. Everything seems to be repeating 
itself, doesn't it—the whistle on the floor—the smell 
of turps. I do think this is the strangest mystery 
I've ever come across.’ 

“Fatty, I suppose this isn't a clue, is it?’ said 
Daisy, pointing to a little round blob of paint on a 
stone beside the path. Fatty looked at it. 

* Shouldn't think so,’ he said. He picked up 
the stone and looked at the blob of paint. 

“Luke paints our whistles,’ he said. * Probably 
this is a drop of paint he spilt. Have you ever 
painted our whistles here, Luke ? ? 

‘No, never,’ said Luke at once. ‘I always do 
them in the shed where the pots of paint are kept. 
Anyway, I don’t use that light-brown colour. I 
always use bright colours—red and blue and green.’ 

‘It can’t be a clue,’ said Fatty. But he put the 
stone into his pocket in case. 

Just then there came the sound of footsteps, and 
down the path came Lady Candling, Miss Trimble, 
Tupping, and Miss Harmer. Tupping looked 
important. The others looked upset, and Miss 
Trimble could not keep her glasses on for more 
than two seconds at a time. 

They all looked into the cage, apparently in the 
vain hope that Dark Queen might possibly be there 
after all. Miss Harmer gave a squeal. 

* What's the matter ? ' said Lady Candling. Miss 
Harmer pointed to the floor of the cage. 

* What's that ? ' she said. They all looked in. 

“Ho!’ said Tupping in a ferocious voice. 
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* That’s one of them whistles Luke is always making, 
that is! I'd just like to know how that got there ! ' 

Miss Harmer took the key of the cat-cage and 
opened the door. Tupping picked up the whistle. 
He showed it to Lady Candling. 

‘Is this one of the whistles you make, Luke ? ° 
asked Lady Candling. 

Luke nodded. He looked very pale. He could 
not understand how Dark Queen could have gone 
again, nor how his whistle could have been found 
in the cage. \ 

‘Luke has been making whistles for all of us,’ 
said Fatty. He pulled his own out from his pocket. 
* I expect it's one of our whistles, Lady Candling. 
It ul just as well have been one of ours, couldn’t 
itida 

‘But how could it have got into the cage?’ 
said Lady Candling, puzzled. 

* Your ladyship, it's quite plain,' said Tupping. 
* 'That boy went in to take the cat, like he did before 
—and he dropped this whistle by accident and 
never saw it. He went out of the cage, locked it, 
put the key back in its place, and went off with 

ark Queen.’ 

* I don’t even know where the key’s kept now,’ 
said Luke. 

* I usually have it in my pocket, except on the 
days when I go out,’ said Miss Harmer. ‘ Then I 
give the key to Tupping. What do you do with it, 
‘Tupping ? ' 

“I keep it in my pocket, too,’ said Tupping. 
‘But I left my coat along here somewhere this 
afternoon, so Luke could easily have got at the key. 
Mark my words, Dark Queen is hidden somewhere 
about, ready for somebody to fetch away! I knew 
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you'd be sorry, Madam, if you took that boy back 
again. Stands to reason something of this sort will 
happen if you do that. I said many a time to Mr. 
Goon : 

“I am not interested in what you say to Mr. 
Goon,’ said Lady Candling. ‘I think we will go 
over Mr. Goon’s head this time and get in touch 
with Inspector Jenks immediately.’ j 

The children were simply delighted to hear this ; 
but, alas, the good Inspector was away, so Mr. Goon 
had to be notified, and arrived, full of importance, 
to look for clues and to hear what everyone had 
to say. 

He looked suspiciously at the five children. 
Then he looked at the cages as if he expected to 
find a whole lot of clues there again. But there 
was nothing to see except the whistle which Lady 
Candling had given him. 


* You found any clues this time ? ’ said Clear-Orf 
to Fatty. 

* We've only found a smell and a stone with 
paint on it,’ said Bets. The others frowned at her 
so suddenly and severely that she nearl 
Oh dear, she shouldn't have told 
course | Whatever could she hav 

* A smell ? ' said Mr. Goon di 
a stone with paint on? Ho! s 
trick me again, do you—wit 
this time ! 


y tan away. 
Mr. Goon that, of 
e been thinking of ? 
sbelievingly. * And 
o you think you can 
h smells and stones 
Well, let me tell you that I'm not 


believing in any peppermint drops, shoe-laces, 
hair-ribbons, smells, or painted stones this time ! 
You can keep all your clues to yourself. And you 
just remember what I said to you before—if you 
go interfering with the Law, you'll get into Very 
Serious "Trouble one of these days |’ * 
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With that Mr. Goon turned his back on the 
children, who at once went to the wall, climbed 
over it, and sat down to talk about this new 
happening. 

* Bets! ` Of all the 1pioTS !' said Pip. ‘You 
deserve to be spanked. Fancy telling Clear-Orf 
our own clues! Are you quite mad ? ?° 

“T must be,’ said Bets, almost in tears. ‘ I can't 
think why I said it.’ 

“Never mind, Bets, said Fatty comfortingly. 
* Just because you told him, he won't believe you— 
so if they are clues, it won't matter. Cheer up!’ 

* It really is a most extraordinary mystery,' said 
Daisy. ‘The Mystery of the Disappearing Cat! 
Where does she disappear to—and how does she 
disappear ! How I wish I knew!’ 


CHAPTER XIX 
BUSTER REALLY HAS GOT BRAINS! 


“WHAT is the most puzzling thing of all,’ said 
Fatty, ‘ is the fact that nearly everything is the same 
as last time. I mean, Luke was there, and only 
Luke, both times—and Miss Harmer was away— 
and the whistle was in the cage." 

“It looks as if all those things had to be like that 
before the cat could be stolen,’ said Daisy. ‘ It 
looks as if Miss Harmer must be away, and Luke 
must be there—and so on.’ 

“It’s no good suspecting anyone but Luke this 


time,’ said Larry. ‘The cat was there at three 


o'clock, because both ''upping and Lady Candling 
saw it; and Luke was by the cat-house from three 
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until Miss Harmer returned, and then she and 
Tupping go into the cage and find Dark .Jueen 
missing." 

* And Luke says, as he said last time, that no 
one went near the cage except himself, all that 
time, said Pip. ‘Well, I simply do not see how 
Dark Queen could have been stolen.’ 

Everyone was silent. Again it seemed an abso- 
lutely mystifying problem with no solution at all— 
except that Luke was a very stupid and untruthful 
ien But not one of the children could believe 
that. 

The children stayed talking until it was Bets’ 
bed-time. Then they said good-bye and got up 
to go home. 

“Meet here again to-morrow,’ said Fatty in a 
gloomy voice. ‘Not that we can do much. We’ll 
all think hard in bed to-night and see if we can 
possibly find some way out of this problem.’ 

* If only we had a few good clues and a few good 
Suspects like we had in our other mystery,’ said 
Pip. ' But you can't call a smell and a blob of paint 
on a stone clues, can you ? ' 

* Even old Clear-Orf jeered at those,’ said Fatty, 
getting up. ‘ Well, so long. See you all to-morrow. 
And for goodness' sake, let's get an idea of some 
sort. Luke will be absolutely done for this time if 
we don’t.’ 

The children did not go to sleep easily that 
night. They all lay and thought about the Mystery 
of the Disappearing Cat. Nobody had got any 
good idea when they met the next morning—except 
Bets. And she hardly liked to mention her idea, 
because she thought the others would laugh at it. 

* Anyone got anything to say ? ' asked F. atty. 
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‘Well,’ said Bets, ‘I did get a sort of an idea 
about (he of our clues.’ 

* What ? ' said Fatty. 

‘You know that smell we smelt—turpentine,’ 
said Bets. ‘It was in the cage this time, and last 
time too. It must mean something—it must belong 
to the mystery somehow, mustn’t it? So it must 
be a real clue, and we ought to follow it up.’ 

* How ? ' said Pip, rather scornfully. 

* Well, we could go and hunt about next door 
to find where the bottle of turps is kept or some- 
thing like that,’ said Bets. ‘ I don't say it will help ; 
but after all, if it’s a clue, we might find out 
something.’ 

* Bets is right,’ said Fatty. ‘She really is. We 
did smell turps both times—and of course we ought 
to go and look to see if we can find where it’s kept. 
Who knows, we might find other clues then ! ' 

* Let's go now, then,’ said Pip. ‘No time like 
the present! Come on. Look out for Tupping 
though. He won't like us snooping about.’ 

They all went over the wall again, leaving poor 
Buster in the shed. They sent Pip into the garden 
to see whereabouts Tupping was. 

Pip came back and reported that he was tying 
up something near the house. ‘So we're safe for 
a bit, he said. ‘Come on. Let's sniff in the cage 
again, and see if the smell is still there. Then we'll 
go hunting for the stuff.’ 

They all sniffed in the cage. The faint smell of 
turps still hung there. Miss Harmer came up as 
the children were sniffing. She did not seem very 
pleased to see them. 

* I don't want anyone near the cat-house now,’ 
she said. ‘ This disappearing of Dark Queen twice 
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running is getting on my nerves. I'd rather you 
kept away, children.’ 2 

* Miss Harmer, do you use turps to clean out 
the cages at all ? ' asked Fatty. ; 

Miss Harmer looked surprised. * Of course not, 
she said. ‘I use an ordinary disinfectant. Cats 
hate the smell of turpentine.’ 

* Well, how did the smell of turps get into the 
cage then ?' said Larry. ‘ You sniff, Miss Harmer, 
and see if you can smell it.’ 

But Miss Harmer had not got a very.good nose 
for smelling, and she did not think she could smell 
anything like turps in the cage. 

‘ Didn't you yesterday when you went in and 
found Dark Queen was gone ? ’ said Larry. 

* Well, perhaps I did,' said Miss Harmer, trying 
to remember. ' But I couldn't sweàr to it. I was 
So upset at Dark Queen disappearing again.’ 

The children peered into the cage, still sniffing. 
Miss Harmer sent them off. ‘ Do go,’ she said. ‘I 
really feel nervous now when anyone comes near 
the cats.’ 

* Let's go to the shed and see if we can find 
any turps there, said Fatty. So they left the cat- 
house and went off to the two sheds that leaned 
back to back, not far from the greenhouses. One 
shed was full of tools, the other was full of pots, 
boxes, and odds and ends, 


* You girls take one shed and search it and we 
boys will take the other,’ said Fatty. 

So they all began to hunt hard in the two sheds, 
moving pots and tools and boxes, trying to find a 
bottle of turpentine. What help it would be to 
them if they did, they didn’t really know ! 


But there was no turps to be found anywhere. | 


BUSTER REALLY HAS GOT BRAINS ! I4I 


Larry, saw Luke passing by, looking very gloomy 
inde. He whistled to him. 

* Hie, Luke! You look as if you had lost a 
shilling and found sixpence. Cheer up!’ 

* You wouldn't feel very cheerful if you felt as 
frit as I do,’ said poor Luke. 

* Don't be frit,’ said Larry, grinning. ‘I do 
think that’s a lovely word of yours, Luke.’ 

But nothing would make Luke smile that 
morning. He felt as if at any moment Mr. Goon 
would come along and take him off to the police- 
station, . 

“What you doing in them sheds?’ he said. 
* You'll catch it if Mr. Tupping comes along and 
Sees you messing about there.’ 

* We're looking for the turpentine,’ said Fatty, 
poking his round face out of the shed. Luke looked 
astonished. 

*'lTurps?' he said. * What do you want turps 
for? It's kept in the other shed—on the shelf—I’l 
show you. But what do you want it for?’ 

Luke led the boys into the other shed, where 
Daisy and Bets were. He pointed to a shelf on which 
various bottles and tins stood. * It's there some- 
where,’ he said. 

The children looked. They picked up one 
bottle after another and sniffed it. But there was no 
turpentine at all. 

* We've already looked, anyway,’ said Daisy. 

Luke was puzzled. ‘ It was there,’ he said. ‘I 
saw it myself yesterday. Where's it gone ? ' 

Fatty began to feel excited, though he didn't quite 
know why. ‘Mystery of Disappearing Turps 
Bottle,’ he murmured. The others giggled. 

* We've got to find that bottle,’ said F atty. 
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‘Why ? ' asked Daisy. 3 

“Don’t know,’ said Fatty. ‘But we've ¢)t to. 
It's gone. Maybe it's been hidden away. We've 
got to find it.’ 

* Well, we can’t go sniffing all over the garden 
to find a bottle of turps,’ said Larry reasonably. 
* We're not dogs ! 

* But Buster is!” said Fatty. ‘I bet old Buster 
‘could find it for us.’ 


‘ Oooh ! yes,’ said Bets. ‘Buster has a lot of 
brains. I know he'd find it.’ 

* How ? ' said Larry. ‘ You can't say to Buster 
“ Go and find where a bottle of turps is hidden." 
He may be a brainy dog, but he's not brainy enough 
to understand that |’ 

* I'll manage it all right,’ said Fatty importantly. 
* Have you got any turps in your garden shed, Pip ? ° 

* Sure to have,’ said Pip. 

“Well, go and get it,’ said Fatty. ‘And I'll 
get Buster. Go back to the wall everyone, in case 
T'upping comes along and wants to know what we're 
up to.’ 

Luke went off to his work, still looking extremely 
gloomy. The others went to the wall. Pip and 
Fatty climbed over it and dropped down to the other 
side. Pip went to the garden-shed at the top of the 
garden, and found a small jar of turps. 

Fatty opened the bicycle shed and let out 
Buster, who tore round and round him, barking as 
if he had not seen Fatty for at least five years. 

“Come on, Buster,” said Fatty, picking him up. 
* You've got to do a little work. You've got to show 
us your doggy brains.' 


In a short time Fatty, Buster, and Pip were 
over the wall with the others. 
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* Where's Tupping? Still up by the house ?’ 

aske@/-Fatty. 
es,’ said Larry. ‘I peeped to see. The 
coast is all clear at the moment.’ 

“What is Buster going to do?’ asked Bets in 
excitement. ‘ Is he going to be a Find-Outer too ? ' 

“I hope so,’ said Fatty. He shook some turps 
on to his rather grubby hanky, and held it to Buster’s 
nose. ‘ Smell that, old fellow. Smell it good and 
hard. That’s turps. Now, you just run all over the 
place and see if you can find the same smell again. 
Good old bloodhound, aren't you ? ° 

* He's a turp-hound not a blood-hound,' said 
Bets in delight. ‘Oh, Buster, aren't you a clever 
dog? Go and find it ; go and find it ! ' 

Buster did not like the smell of the turps at all. 
He looked away from the hanky with a face showing 
intense disgust. Then he sneezed violently three 
times. 

* Go on, Buster dog, find it, find it ! ' said Fatty, 
flapping the hanky at him. Buster looked up at 
Fatty. He knew quite well what ‘ find it’ meant. 
He was always finding things for Fatty. He trotted 
off, his pink tongue hanging out, his tail in the air. 

* I shouldn't think he could smell anything but 
turps wherever he goes,' said Daisy, watching him. 
* You simply stuffed that hanky up his nose, Fatty.' 
. Buster rushed about in the bushes. He ran 
round the sheds. He trotted round the cat-house. 
He scurried down the paths. 

* He's looking for rabbits, not turps,' said Lar 
in disgust. ‘ Look—he's found a rabbit-hole—and 
now we shan’t be able to make him see sense for 
ages |’ 

Buster had found a hole. It wasin abank, He 
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stuck his nose into it, gave a whine, and began. to 
dig hard in his usual way, sending the earth. tying 
out behind him. 

‘Come out, idiot,’ said Fatty. ‘I didn't say 
rabbits, I said turps.’ . 

Fatty pulled Buster out by his hind legs. Some- 
thing rolled out behind the little dog. All the 
children stared at it. It was acork. Fatty picked it 
up and smelt it. 

* It smells of turps !” he said in excitement, and 
the others crowded round to smell it. It did. There 
was no doubt about it at all. 

In a trice Fatty was down on his hands and 
knees, feeling in the hole. 

He pulled out a bottle. On it was an old label, 
half-torn, but the letters turp? could still be 
faintly seen. There was still a little turpentine 
in the bottle, too. 

“Here’s what we were looking for, 
triumphantly. He showed the bottle to the others. 
Bets went to the hole and peered in out of curiosity. 
She saw something else there. 

“There’s something else, F. atty,’ she cried in 
excitement, and put in her hand. She pulled out a 


tin. The others crowded round again to look, 
feeling very thrilled. 


“What is it?’ said Lar 
paint. Here's a knife. Let me prise off the lid." 

He did so—and the children saw that the tin 
was nearly full of a light-brown paint. 

“How queer!’ said Fatty. ‘It’s the colour 
of that blob of paint on the stone we found. 
Look !' 

He compared the stone with the paint in the tin. 
It exactly matched. Larry went down on hands and 


said Fatty 


ry eagerly. ' A tin of 
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knees and scraped in the hole again, but there was 
nothing more to be found. Jh 

‘ Now, said Fatty, in glee, looking at the turps 
and the tin of paint, ‘ now—who put the paint and 
the turps down that hole—and wuy ? ' 


CHAPTER XX 
A HUNT FOR A SMELL! 


THE children were terribly excited. They had two 
really big clues, though quite how to fit them to the 
stolen cat they didn’t know. 

* What is turps used for ? ' asked Bets. 

“Oh, to clean paint-brushes—to get paint- 
marks off things,’ said Larry. ‘It’s quite clear that 
this paint and the turps are connected in some way. 
Funny there's no brush. I mean—you have to use 
a brush to paint with, don't you?" 

* I bet it's down the hole somewhere too ! ' said 
Daisy. But before she could look, Buster had stuffed 
his blunt nose into the hole, and a shower of earth 
covered everyone. "The little dog at last came out 
backwards, and in his mouth he held a small paint- 
brush ! 

‘Isnt he awfully clever?’ 
greatest admiration. 

* We'd better look and see if there's anything 
else down that hole,’ said Fatty. But there wasn't. 
Fatty lay down at full-length, and put his arm right 
in up to the shoulder—but there was absolutely 
nothing more to be found. 

* Listen, there's Tupping yelling to Luke,’ said 
Fatty. * We'd better get over the wall, quick. Here, 


said Bets in the 
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Larrv. just help me to clear up round this hole. We 
donifjwant whoever hid these things to see that 
we've found them. It would warn him—or her 
—that we were after them." 

The boys cleared up the mess quickly, whilst 
the two girls ran for the wall, and Daisy helped Bets 
over. Then the others came, with Buster. They 
got over just in time, for Tupping came along that 
way half a minute later, grumbling away to himself. 

The children retired to their old summer-house 
with their Clues, and looked at them closely. 

*One small bottle of turps, one small tin of 
light-brown paint, and one small, very old paint- 
brush,’ said Fatty. ‘And if we only knew how 
they had been used, why they had been used, and 
who had used them, we should have solved the 
unsolvable Mystery of the Disappearing Cat ! ’ 

* I must say I think it was clever of old Bets to 
think of hunting for the turps,’ said Larry. 

‘It certainly was,’ said Fatty generously. ‘ Can't 
you think of any other good idea, Bets ? ° 

Bets tried very hard. She thought of the cat- 
house and the smell she had smelt there. She thought 
of the cats there, whoall hated the smell of turpentine. 
She wondered whereabouts exactly in the cage the 
turps had been put, or spilt, or used. 

‘Fatty,’ said the little girl earnestly, ‘do you 
think it would be any good going into the cage and 
sniffing about to see exactly what place had got the 
turps on it? I mean—if it was the benches, or the 
floor, or the ceiling, or the wire-netting ? I can’t see 
how it would help us even if we did find the place 
that smelt of turps, but it just might.’ 

* Seems rather a silly idea to me,’ said Pip. 

* Well, I can't say I can see what good that would 
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do, said Larry. ‘ And anyway, how could we get 
into the cage? Miss Harmer has the key.’ jt. 

‘Well, you know—I think there is sometuing 
in Bets’ idea,’ said Fatty. ‘ Like Larry, I can’t see 
how it would help us if we found out the exact place 
where the turps had been used, but I’ve a sort of 
hunch we'd better go and try. Bets, you're a good 
one at ideas just now.’ 

Bets was thrilled. She did love a word of 
praise, because she got plenty of teasing, and praise 
from Fatty made up for a lot. 

‘ Well, how could we get the key ?” said Daisy. 
* Miss Harmer keeps it in her pocket.’ 

Fatty thought hard for a while. ‘ It’s a very hot 
day,’ he said. ‘I should think Miss Harmer will 
have taken her coat off and hung it up somewhere. 
She won’t be doing the cats just now—I expect 
she'll be at work in the greenhouses. It’s part of 
her job to help there too, you know. I bet she won’t 
be wearing more than she can help in those hot green- 
houses. So perhaps we could borrow the key, 
without her knowing, for a while.’ 


* I guess she'll have her coat under her eye, with 
all these disappearing acts going on,’ said Larry. 

“Let’s go and see,’ said Pip, getting up. He 
moved the loose board at the back of the summer- 
house and tucked the three clues there. He put the 
loose board over them. ‘There! No one will find 
those clues but us. Come on, let’s go and see what 
Miss Harmer is doing.’ 

They all went over th 
shut Buster into the shed. 
rushing round the cat-ho 
inside. 

Fatty went to scout about and find out where 


€ wall again, having first 
They couldn’t have him 
use if they were going 
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Miss Harmer was. She was, as he had guessed, 
in gfb of the greenhouses tying up peach-tree 
branches. She had on her usual breeches and a 
cool cotton jumper. Fatty looked about for her 
coat. 

It.was hung on a nail inside the greenhouse 
where she was working. Blow! No one could 
possibly look for a key in the pockets without being 
seen by Miss Harmer! Fatty went back to the 
others and told them. 

* We must get Miss Harmer out of the green- 
house for a minute, somehow,’ said Pip. They all 
thought hard, and some very complicated plans 
were talked of. It was Daisy who thought of a 
very simple one that could be done without anyone 
being seen at all. 

‘ I know !' she said. ‘ PI slip along to the end 
of the greenhouse farthest from the coat—there are 
doors each end, aren't there? TIl hide in a thick 
bush in one of the beds, and then I'll call loudly, 
“ Miss Harmer! Miss Harmer!” And I bet 
Miss Harmer will walk out of the door of the green- 
house to see who’s calling her, and that will just 
give one of you time to slip in at the other door 
and get the key !" 

* We'd get into an awful row if anyone saw us 
taking the key,’ said Larry. ‘ But after all, we are 
the Find-Outers, and we've got to take a few risks 
n pur work, haven't we? Who’s going to get the 

ey?’ 
. ‘I will,’ said Pip. ' Let me do it. I’m very 
nippy.’ j 

“Yes, you are, said Fatty. ‘All right, you 
do it, Pip. Now, here's our plan, then. Daisy is 
to go and hide in a bush at the farther end of the 
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big greenhouse where Miss Harmer is working. 
Pip had better hide in a bush near the othe} fend. 
Daisy will call Miss Harmer, and as soon as she 
Pops out of one door, you pop in at the other, Pip, 
and get the key. See?’ 3 ^ 

* [t sounds easy, said Pip, ‘ but I bet it won't 
be as easy as it sounds! Are you and Larry and 
Bets going to wait for me by the cat-house ? ’ , 

* Yes, said Fatty. ‘Come on, let's get going, 
or Miss Harmer will put on her coat again |’ 

Daisy and Pip left the others and crept through 
the bushes to the greenhouses. Miss Harmer was 
still at work near the other end. Daisy settled 
‘herself in a thick bush near the farther end. She 
waited until she saw that Pip was safely in another 


bush near the door inside which Miss Harmer’s 
coat was hanging. 


Then the whole plan worked as if it had been 


oiled! ‘Miss Harmer! Miss Harmer !’ called 
Daisy. 

Miss Harmer heard. She turned her head 
and listened. Daisy called again, ‘ Miss Harmer | ’ 

Miss Harmer opened the greenhouse door and 
stepped out. *' Who's calling me?’ she cried. 
And at that very moment Miss Trimble appeared, 
trotting down the path, her glasses set crooked on 
her nose. 

* Oh, Miss Trimble! Did you call me? What 
did you want me for ? ' asked Miss Harmer. Daisy 
giggled to herself. Now there would be a nice 
little conversation between Miss Trimble and Miss 
Harmer. 

* No, I didn't call you,' said Miss Trimble, her 
glasses falling off. * But I certainly heard someone 
shouting for you. Would it be Lady Candling ? ' 
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“Why does she want me?’ said Miss Harmer, 
goingp the path. * Where is she ? ' 

"She's over by the lawn,’ said Miss Trimble. 
* I'll show you.’ 

The two went up the path together and were 
soon out of sight of the greenhouse. Pip at once 
saw his chance, slipped in at the other door, went 
to Miss Harmer's coat and ran his hand quickly 
through the big pockets. He found the key at once! 

Then he and Daisy made their way joyfully 
through the bushes to the cat-house, where the 
others were waiting most impatiently for them. 
* Here's the key,’ said Pip proudly. ‘ Now, come 
on, let’s hurry up and sniff round the cage.’ 

‘I'll go in with Bets,’ said Fatty. ‘ Not you 
others, or the cats will have a fit. I’ve got a very 
good nose for smelling, and as it was Bets’ idea I 
think she ought to come in too.’ 

So the two of them went in together, shutting 
the door carefully behind them. Then they began 
to sniff round the cage. It smelt of disinfectant. 
But there was still a distinct smell of turps some- 
where. 

The children sniffed along the benches. The 
cats lay peacefully and watched them. One cat 
put out a playful paw and patted Fatty. 

* The smell seems to be on this bench, I think,’ 
said Fatty, after he had sniffed at the floor, the 
ceiling, the wire-netting, and the benches, * Here, 
Bets, sniff just there—don’t you think there’s a smell 
of turps there ?’ 

A big cat was lying on the bench. Bets pushed 
her gently away so that she could smell. * No,’ said 


the little girl. * J can’t smell turps on this bench, 
Fatty.’ 
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Fatty sniffed again “and. looked astonished. 
“The smell isn't there now,’ he said. ‘ But?!.was, 
a minute ago !? x4 

Bets lifted back the cat she had moved. * There, 
Puss,’ she said, ‘ take your place again.’ 

“Golly! the smells come back, said Fatty, 
wrinkling up his nose. ‘ Smell, Bets.’ 

‘Why!’ said Bets in surprise, ‘it can't be on 
the bench. It must be on the cat. J can smell it 
now I’ve put the cat back. But I couldn’t before.’ 

Then, to the amazement and delight of the big 
Siamese cat, the two children solemnly and carefully 
sniffed her all over, from head to tail. The cat purred 
happily. She loved being stroked, she loved being 
petted ; but being sniffed at was something quite 
new, and she liked that too. 

* Does the cat smell of turps ? " 
eagerly. Fatty nodded. His face wa 
excitement. 

* Bets,’ he said, * wher 
on the cat ?" 

“Just here,’ said Bets, 
nose down to the middle of 

“So do I,’ said Fatty. 
indeed at the long tail, whi 
to swing from side to side. 

‘Fatty! Bets! "There's someone coming ! ' 
cried Larry in a low voice. * Come out, quick !' 

But, alas for Fatty and Bets, Mr. Tupping 
appeared on the scene before they could get out of 
the cage! And then there was a storm ! 

Mr. Tupping stared as if he could not believe 
his eyes. Fatty and Bets got out of the cage and shut 
the door, turning the key in the lock. Bets was 
trembling. Fatty did not feel at all comfortable 
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himself. The other children had disappeared into 
the friendly shelter of the bushes. ay 
“What you doing in there?’ demanded `i up- 
ping. ‘ How did you get the key? I believe it's 
you children that have been tinkering about with 
them cats, making them disappear! Ho! yes, 
that’s what it is! You're the thieves, you are! 
I'm going straight off to Mr. Goon to tell him about 


you—then you'll be in a pretty pickle I can tell you. 
And serve you right too ! 


CHAPTER XXI 
SOLVING THE MYSTERY 


MR. TUPPING went off, and his face was not 
Pleasant ieee Bets s terrified. She clutched 
atty, and her face turned very pale. Fatty hi 
boked a bit shaken. SE ARS S 
In silence the five got over the wall and made 
their way to the summer-house. 
* Golly ! That was a bit of bad luck,’ said Larry. 
Bets began to cry. 


* Shall we be put into prison now ?? she j 
* Oh, I do feel NEREA T A 

* Frit, you mean,’ said Larry, trying to make her 
smile. But Bets was beyond smiling. ‘Don’t be 
frit, Bets. It’s all right. We'll have to tell Inspector 
Jenks about it: how we took the key, and how you 
and Fatty sniffed all round the cat-house. Then he 
won't believe old Clear-Orf if he puts in a report 
say he and Tupping suspect us of taking Dark 

ueen ! 


Fatty was very silent. The others looked at hir. 
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* Are you frit too, Fatty?’ said Daisy. It was 
not WPF atty to be shaken for long. Fatty shook 
his head and looked very thoughtful. 

* Let's think about the smell of turps on that 
cat's tail,’ he said. *' That's more important than 
being scared of having been found in the cage. It's 
a queer clue that—the smell of turps on a cat's tail. 
Why should it be there? And why was it there 
before, when Dark Queen disappeared ? ' 

* You said turps was used to get paint-brushes 
clean, or to get smears of paint off anything,' said 
Bets, drying her eyes. ‘Do you suppose the cat 
had got against some wet paint or something, and 
the paint was cleaned off with turps ? ° 

Fatty stared at her. Then he leapt to his 
feet with a yell, and smacked the summer- 
house table hard with his hand. His face went 
very red. 

* What's up ? ' said Larry in alarm. ‘ Have you 
sat on a wasp or something ? ' 

* Listen,’ said Fatty, sitting down again, looking 
terribly excited. ‘ Young Bets has got hold of the 
right idea. Turps was used to get paint off that 
cat’s tail. And how did the paint get there, and 
what colour was it? Well, we know the colour, 
because we’ve got the tin of paint that was used, 
and we’ve got a stone with a blob of that same paint 
on it—it was creamy-brown.’ 

The others stared at him. Fatty got the tin 
out from behind the loose board and opened it. 
He dipped the brush into the tin and then dabbed 
it on the dark-brown summer-house table. 

* Look at that,’ he said. ‘See that creamy 
patch? Well, that’s what must have been on the 


cats tail—in the middle of it—creamy-brown 
II 
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paint! And now, I ask you, what other cat has a 
patch of creamy-brown hairs on her tail ? ° ve) 

* Dark Queen ! ? said everyone at once. 'Eyes 
gleamed, and faces grew red with excitement as the 
five children worked out all that the turps and the 
paint meant. J 

* Yes, said Fatty. ‘And that cat whose tail 
smelt of turps must have had a ring of hairs in her 
dark tail painted a light colour, so that she might be 
mistaken for Dark Queen, and then the paint on her 
tail was rubbed off with strong turps—that’s why 
the cage smelt of turps both times. It was done 
both times. 

‘Golly!’ said Larry. ‘This is frightfully 
exciting. Somebody made a very clever plan. Let 
me see! I suppose Dark Queen was stolen away 
in the morning, and the other cat's tail painted to 
make her seem as if she was Dark Queen—everyone 
knew Dark’ Queen had a ring of paler hairs in her 
tail where she had been bitten.’ 

“Yes; and then people came and had a look 
at the cats—like your mother did, Pip, with Lady 
Candling—and they thought the painted cat was 
Dark Queen ; and then later on Tupping managed 
to get into the cage and wipe off the paint before 
anyone noticed it, and said Dark Queen was gone !? 

* Tupping ! * said Bets, her eyes getting large and 
round, ‘ 7; upping, did you say? But if Tupping 
took off the paint—then Tupping must have put 
It on—and he must have been the one who stole 
‘Dark Queen, and— — 

“Yes. It was Tupping. 
been,’ said Fatty, almost besid. 
ment. “Would you believe 
blame on Luke ail the time.’ 


It simply must have 
e himself with excite- 
it? And he put the 
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* Apnd made old Luke work beside the cages 
the Xf ole time the painted cat was there till the time 
whén he wiped off the paint and said Dark Queen 
was gone!’ said Pip. ‘So that it seemed as if 
no one but Luke could possibly have stolen her! 
What a clever plan.' 

‘Then, when he heard Bets tell Clear-Orf we 
had got clues of a smell and a smear of paint, he 
got the wind up and hid them both,' said Fatty. 
“Afraid of finger-prints on them or something, 
perhaps. And old Buster found them.’ 

* Let's get it all quite clear,’ said Daisy. ' Tup- 
ping wants to steal Dark Queen and put the blame 
on Luke. He waits till Miss Harmer is out for the : 
day— because, I suppose, he guesses she knows each 
cat so well that she wouldn't be deceived by painted 
hairs in a tail—she'd know it wasn't Dark Queen.’ 

* Yes; so he waits till she's out, and then he 
steals Dark Queen, hands her over to someone, goes 
back to the cage, paints the other cat's tail to make 
it seem like Dark Queen's, sees that somebody has 
a look at the cats and says that Dark Queen is there 
—like Lady Candling did at four o'clock the first 
time, with your mother, Pip; and Lady Candling 
again, with Tupping, the second time, at three 
o'clock. Fatty paused and Larry went on. 

* Yes; and the first time he's very, very clever. 
He brings back the village policeman himself to see 
the cats, manages to rub off the paint with a tur 
rag, and then announces to Clear-Orf that Dark 
Queen is stolen! I must say Tupping is very 
cunning,’ said Larry. ‘ What a nerve he must have, 
taking the bobby himself into the cage after he'd 
stolen the cat that morning.’ 

‘ He managed to trick Miss Harmer herself 
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nicely, too, the second time,' said Pip. a. You 
remember he slipped into the cage when shéi^me 
back that second time, and he must have á/ain 
rubbed off the paint, and then said Dark Queen was 
gone. That’s how it was he managed to deceive 
everyone. They all thought, including Luke, that 
Dark Queen was there all the time Luke was beside 
the cage—but she wasn't. She had gone in the 
morning. So no wonder it was difficult to clear 
Luke of blame.’ i 

‘I suppose Dark Queen must have escaped 
from whoever had her, and wandered back, that 
first time,’ said Daisy. ‘I wonder where she is 
now.’ ; ju 
‘ Tupping will have to explain a good deal, I 
think,’ said Fatty. * Golly! I'm glad he's the 
thief! I couldn't bear to think it might be old 
Luke. "Wasn't he awful the way he put Luke's 
whistles into the cage to make everyone think it 
was Luke ? ' 


* Will Tupping go to prison ? * asked Bets, 
* Of course ! ' said Fatty. 
“Oooh! then Luke won't hay 
him any more,’ said Bets, pleased 
* It's funny to think 'Tu 
Clear-Orf to report B 


€ to work under 
pping has gone off to old 


s Bets and me for being in the 
cat-house this morning,’ 


» Said Fatty, * 
what we ought to do.’ j CK 
_ ‘ Let's telephone to Inspector Jenks again,' said 
Pip. ‘Now that we have solved the mystery we 
ought to let him know. And anyway, I don't want 
cae coming and arresting Bets or anything 
e that ! " 


Bets gave a little scream. 


Fat t hi 
round her, laughing. ty put his arm 
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‘Its all right, Bets. No one can harm you. 
MU, dle done anything wrong. I think it's a 
god idea of Pip's to telephone to the Inspector.’ 

“What about the key of the cat-house ? ° said 
Larry. ' Oughtn't we to put that back in Miss 
Harmer's pocket ? ? 

“Yes. We'll go and do that now,’ said Fatty. 
* At least I don't see why we shouldn't just hand it 
- tofer and say we borrowed it. She’ll be surprised 
anc cross, but after all, it's got to come out that we 
took it, so we might as well own up to it now.’ 

The five children and Buster went over the wall. 
Rey hunted about for Miss Harmer but could not 
St/P her. ‘ Perhaps she’s in one of the sheds,’ said 
Fatty. They went towards a shed near the green- 
houses, one they had not been into before. Fatty 
put his head inside. 4 

* Hallo ! ' he said, ‘ this is where Tupping keeps 
his things. Look! there are his rubber boots and 
his mack.’ 

* What a smell of turps again,’ said Bets, sniffing. 

* You're right,’ said Fatty, and he sniffed too. 

. The boy suddenly pulled a dirty handkerchief 
out of the old mack hanging up. It was marked 
with Tupping's name, and smelt strongly of turps. 

* He soaked this hanky with turps and used it 
to rub off the paint he had put on that cat’s tail ! ? 
said Fatty. ‘ Another clue! Let me see! It had 
been raining, hadn't it, the night before, and that 
morning too—so Tupping would have been wear- 
ing a mack—and rubber boots too. I say, look 
there | ? 

The children looked, and there, splashed on the 
toes of the rubber boots, were drops of the creamy- 
brown paint! Tupping must have worn the boots 


A 
[- 
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when he painted the cat's tail! And it was he, of 
course, who must have dropped a blob of thétwsint 
on to the stone that Fatty had in his potet. 
Probably off the paint-brush. 

* We'll take these boots, and the hanky too,’ said 
Fatty importantly. ‘Come on, Buster. We've got 
some mighty good clues and bits of evidence, I must 
say. What a shock dear Mr. Tupping is goig to 
get when he hears all we have to say.’ le 

‘They went out of the shed and came face to ..ce 
with Luke, who still looked very gloomy. ‘ Youre 
going to get into trouble,’ he said to Fatty, ‘ TUo- 
: ping's gone down to get Goon, because he says ‘ie 

found you in the cat-house, and he says it mort 
have been you children who took that cat. I suppese 


he’s going to make out that you did it when I was 


there, and I didn't. let on, «y as to shield you. 
You're going to get into trouble ! ° 


CHAPTER XXII 


THE END OF IT ALL 


FATTY went off to telephone to Inspector Jenks. 
He was lucky enough to get him straight away. 


* Please, Inspector Jenks,’ said Fatty, * we've 
solved the Mystery of the Disappearing Cat, Could 
you possibly come over and let us tell you ?’ 

* Well,’ said the Inspector, * Ive just had a most 
mysterious message from Goon—something about 
finding you children in the cat-house, and saying 
he thought you had something to do with the dis- 


appearance of the cat—and I was thinking of coming 
over anyway.’ 


/ 
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Oh, good!” said Fatty joyfully. ‘Are you 
co Eig to Lady Candling's ? ' 
Y Yes, that would be best,’ said the Inspector. 
* Meet me there in an hour's time, will you ? ' 

Fatty went back to tell the others—to find them 
all in a state of great indignation. Mr. Goon had 
beer to Bets’ mother and complained to her that 
thë ittle girl had been caught trespassing in the cat- 
hd je. He had now gone to tell Fatty's mother 
the / Fatty had been caught there too. 

IJ‘ Mummy is frightfully cross with me,’ said 

j s, with tear-stained eyes. ‘ You weren't here, 
!"sty, so I didn’t like to say anything in case I gave 
‘hy something you didn't want me to give away. 
S Inzzid nothing at all, and Mummy scolded me 
dreadfully.’ ` 

* Never mind, B.'s,’ said Fatty. ‘ The Inspector 
will soon be here, and once he hears our story he 
will soon put things right. We've got to meet him 
at Lady Candling’s in an hour’s time. We must 
take all our clues with us.’ : À 

So, carrying one bottle of turps, one tin of paint, 
one old paint-brush, one stone smeared with paint, 
one hanky smelling of turps, and one pair of rubber 
boots spotted with paint, the children set off down 
 Pip's drive and up Lady Candling's drive in an 
hour's time. 

‘The only clue we couldn't bring was the smell 
on the cat's tail, said Bets. ‘And that was really 
the most important clue of al^ — 

* And it was you who smelt it,’ said Fatty. ' I 
must say I think you've been a very good Find- 
Outer this time, little Bets.’ 

* Look ! there's Mr. Goon going into the house; 
said Daisy. ‘ And that's Tupping with him. And 


AN 
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here comes Luke. Hallo, Luke! Where arge;ou 
going ? ' NE 
' Been told to wash myself and go up to':he 
house, said Luke, who looked both gloomy ¿nd 
scared. ] 
* Are you frit ? ' asked Fatty. 4 
“Yes, I’m frit,’ said Luke E 
“Well, don't be, said Fatty. < Everythii/£ is 
going to be all right. You'llsee. Cheer up.” fe 
But Luke could not cheer up. He walked ff 
to wash and clean himself, looking very downcait, 
just as the Inspector’s black car drove smartly ihe 


the drive and came to a Stop. The big Inspec: - 


got out and smiled at the children. He beckor "t 
to them. 


, Who's the guilty person ? ? be said, E 
* Tupping,’ said Fatty wittu; grin. *] bet you 
guessed it, Inspector, though 


“Well, I didn't think i 
think Mr. Tupping was the type,’ 


thieving case before—dogs, it was, as far as I re- 
member. Well, you go on 


een the thief, for she 
5 were trembling and 


“Sit down, children,’ 


Fatty had left outside the do 
feeling that it would not do 


said Lady Candling. 


to let Tupping see his 


$ Kar k vae : 


you didn't have any,. * 


or some of their clues, ' 
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er boots, the tin of paint, or the bottle of turps. 
poy did not want the surly gardener put on 
| [guard if he could help it. The children sat down, 
Fatty took Buster on his knee to stop him from 
thdfing round Mr. Goon's ankles. 
raglhe Inspector came in and shook hands with 
Quy Candling. He smiled at the children, and 
th! “led to Mr. Goon. 
af |I think we'd better all sit down,’ he said. 
-mgryone sat down. Mr. Goon looked important 

stern. He gave Bets and Fatty a severe glance. 
tha! those interfering children were going to get 
‘lo Very Serious Trouble now! "Tupping had 

"lorted to him that they had actually taken the 
| “W@ndebeen found inside the cat-house. 

W v^ Well Gu. said the Inspector, ‘I got a 
|! ather mysterious "essage from you this morning 

[|J sufficiently serious" me to think of coming 

over.’ : 

Hi ‘Yes, sir. It is serious, si? said Mr. Goon, 
"5 swelling up with importance. ‘I have reason to 
elieve, sir, that these here interfering children 
iknow more about the disappearance of that valuable 
\cat than we think. I think, sir, they're in for Very 
Serious Trouble, and a good warning from you will 
‘Jo them a World of Good.’ 

* Well, I think it zs quite possible that these 
ildren do know more about this mystery than you 
ink, Goon, said Inspector Jenks. ‘ We’ll ask 
them, shall we ?’ de 
He turned to Fatty. ‘ Perha ] 

; Trotteville, would like A say a et E ederick 
Po There was nothing that Fatty wanted more. 


E E up almost as importantly as Goon had 


N 
164 THE MYSTERY OF THE DISAPPEARING CAT. 


$ uld like to sa , Inspector, that wea 
od know d Stole Dark Queen, 
Fatty, very loudly and clearly. Tupping gave \ | 
of his snorts, and so did „Goon. Luke lool | 
thoroughly scared. Miss Trimble’s glasses fell j 
much to Bets’ delight. 5 


* Go on, Frederick," said the Inspector. 


theft was committed,’ said F atty. The others loc 


Words to use ! 

* We should like to hear 
said the Inspector gravely, | 
his eyes. E 

* Well, Inspector, Dark Queen Was e*oioi, "cab | 
as you know,’ said Fatty. * Both ting . Miss Harm, j 
was out, and Mr. Tupping was ‘pr sarge of the cats, 
Well, sir, Dark Queen was t zetlen in the afternoon’ 
each time—but in th 1 i 


| 
ra 

ou, if I may Say s( | 
SE a little twinkle! < | 


Everyone but th: ‘children appeared to be greatly, 
Surprised. Mr, Soon's mouth fell open, and he! 
Stared at Fatty in i } 

“Now that . > € began—but Inspector Jenks) 
Stopped him, 


i 
on’t interrupt, Goon,’ he said. And old) 
Clear-Orf dared Say no more, X i 

.. PU tell you how it was all done,’ said Fari pr 
enjoying himself ; 


immensely, “The thief sto}, B. 
he cage in the morning ; bui $ 
he cleverly Painted a ring of hairs a creamy colouj i. 
In another cat’s tail, so that to anyone not knowing: Y 
the cats extremel er cat seemed to pe V. 
ark Queen |? Bu 
here was a choru 


i S of exclamations, Miss 
Trimble’s glasse 


S fell off immediately. 


as 
PA THE END OF IT ALL 165 
fi 


Well, went on Fatty, ‘ you can see that any- | 
ming to see the cats in the afternoon would 
ik Dark Queen was there—but she wasn’t. Then, 
n the right moment came, the thief hopped into 
cage, rubbed the paint off the cat’s tail with a 
soaked in turps, and then announced that Dark 
spe 72 was missing! So, of course, everyone 
ple. 3ht the cat must have been stolen in the 
noon, whereas she had been taken in the 
a |; ning." 
‘ 4 “And that's why everyone thought it was me 

Fit took the cat," broke in Luke. ‘Because I 
the only one near the cage in the afternoons, 
"| no one came near but me.’ 

Loo Vzsyceaid Fatty. ‘That was part of the plan, 

5 "Ec. The b*wge was to be put on to you. That 

25 why you wi. ^et to work near the cat-house 

, « :éach time, and that wa- "hy a whistle of yours was 
dropped into the cage each- ^e too.’ 

-) * Who was it ? ' demandea "uke, his face going 
Aeatlet with rage. ‘Just let me yet my hands on 
‘aim, that’s all ! * 

The Inspector sent a glance at Luke and the 
oy sat back, saying no more. 

* How do you know all this ? ' asked Mr. Goon, 
is face a mixture of amazement, disbelief, and 
i dis. “It’s just a silly make-up. You got to 
‘ave proof of these things before you can say 
em.’ 

* We have got proof,’ said Fatty triumphantly. 
Alle put his hand into his pocket. ‘Look! here is 
‘the bottle of turps. It was hidden down a rabbit- 
hole, with a tin of light-brown paint, used for the 
/ cat’s tail, and an old paint-brush. Larry, get the 
other things. They’re outside the door.’ 


e 


sir.) 
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4d | 
tin. of paint. He set them down before E j 
"Tupping's eyes nearly fell out of his head whew fe Y 
saw his own boots there. afi 
‘Now,’ said Fatty, picking up the tin of paie 
‘ here's the paint that was used. Buster found t: 1o. i 
rabbit-hole in which it was hidden. Didn't yo’ 
Buster ? ?’ wie 
* Woof,’ said Buster, pleased. cmm ep vu d 
‘ These boots were worn by t*saitiief, the nu. / 
who painted the cat's tail,” said“ =, and he pointeé;- | (| { 
to the drops of light-bro» üe5iint on them. ‘ And. ij 
this is the handkerchi- «fe soaked with turps, and“ / 
used to wipe off #2”paint as quickly as possible. | 
from the cat’s tai^when he went into the cage—first', 
time with Mr. Goon, second time with Missi“ | 
Harmer.’ | na 
“May I see that handkerchief?’ said the In-\) | 
spector with great interest. He took it and mij i 
it. The smell of turps was still very strong on.if 1} 
Fatty took the stone from his pocket, the one wii. 
the smear of light-brown paint on it. He handed hi | 
to the Inspector too. i 
“We found that just outside the cage,” sir,’ h 
said. ‘That was one of our clues. The other clue mY 
was the smell of turps in the cat-house. Little Bets or 
spotted that. She was a splendid Find-Outer.’ os 
Bets went red with joy. The Inspector beamed '? | || 
ather. He looked again at the handkerchief. Vel 


| 


|l 
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“ais handkerchief has someone’s name on it,’ 
id. ‘I imagine it is the name of the thief?’ 
fatty nodded. Luke leaned forward. 
Who is it?’ he said. ‘Go on! you tell me 
it is.’ 
gp whoever is it ? ' said Miss Harmer. 
the Inspector looked gravely round the little 
any. ‘Tupping had gone pale, and he kept 
»wing hard. All his insolence and conceit had 
¿he was more ‘ frit’ than Luke had ever been. 
É by one the others looked at Tupping and knew 
5 was the thief. 
Vt 'Tupping, what have you to say about all this ? ' 
"the Inspector in a voice gone hard as iron. 
. It’s Tupping !? said Mr. Goon in a 
choked vox. and he glared at the gardener with 
fred and scot... “You! Sucking up to me: 
_ aking me into the cage- "^ you; telling me a pack 
: i£ lies and making me look» slish like this ! ' 
| * Well, Bets told you we ha. two clues, a smell 
nd a stone with paint on,' said batty. ‘ And you 


D laughed.’ 


* Tupping, where is the cat ? ' said the Inspector, 
till in the same hard voice. < You understand that 
here is no possibility of the charge made against 

\ being false. ‘There are other things, in your 

! st, which fit in very well with this.’ 

-| Tupping crumpled up completely. From a 

| arsh, cruel, bad-tempered man he turned into 
weeping coward, and it was not a pleasant 


ight. 
BE Bullies are always cowards,’ Fatty whispered 


|. o Larry. “Now you can see what he’s really like 


'- funderneath Ii $ 
‘You're frit, said Luke to Tupping, in the 


“Oh yes!” said all the Find-Outers, goin". í 
to the car with the big Inspector. * We'll I 
know at once if we've got another Mystery&;, | 
Solve ! * d 

Another Mystery? Well, I expect they'll H; 
one al right. I must tell you about that anol! 
time (1 
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